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JOVIAL  CREW. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 


SCENE,  A  Room  in  Oldrents"  Houfe . 


Enter  Oldrents  and  Hearty. 

Old,  HIT  T  has  indeed.  Friend,  much  afflidfed  me. 

Heart .  And  very  juflly,  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  t<?  give 
Ear,  and  Faith  too  (by  your  Leave)  to  Fortune-tellers ! 
Wizards  !  and  Gypfies. 

Old.  I  have  fince  been  frighted  with  it,  in  a  thoufand  Dreams. 
Heart .  I  wou’d  go  drunk  a  thoufand  times  to  Bed,  rather 
than  dream  of  any  of  their  Riddlemy  Riddletheries . 


AIR  I. 


* To-day  let  us  ?iever  be  Slaves , 

Nor  the  Fate  of  Fo -morrow  enquire  : 

Old  TVizards ,  and  Gypfies ,  <7n?  Knaves , 

And  Devil ,  /r  <2  L/tfr. 

Then  drink  off"  a  Bumper  whilfi  you  m 
/7W/  laugh ,  and  we’ll  fi-ng ,  tho  our  Hairs  are  grey  ; 
He's  a  Fool ,  <7?z  Afsy 

Fhat  will  balk  a  full  Glafis , 
fear  of  another  Day. 

Old.  Wou’d  I  had  your  merry  Heait ! 

Heart.  I  thank  you,  Sir  ! 

0/<A  I  mean  the  like. 


Heart * 
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Heart.  I  wouM  you  had  !  and  I  fuch  an  Eflate  as  yours. - 

Four  thoufand  Pounds  a  Year,  with  fuch  a  Heart  as  mine* 
would  defy  Fortune,  and  all  her  babbling  Soothfayers. 

Old.  Come,  I  will  ftrive  to  think  no  more  on’t. 

Heart.  Will  you  ride  forth  for  the  Air  then,  and  be  merry  ? 

Old.  Your  Counfel,  and  Example,  may  inffrudt  me. 

Heart.  Sack  muft  be  had  in  fundry  Places  too.  For  Songs 
I  am  provided. 

AIR  11. 

\  ’  '  .  ,  » • 

In  Nottingham  {hi  re, 

Let  ’em  boa/l  of  their  Beer  ; 

With  a  Hay-down ,  down ,  and  a  down  ! 

Ill Jing  in  the  praife  of  good  Sack  : 

Old  Sack ,  and  old  Sherry , 

Will  make  your  Heart  merry , 

Without  e’er  a  Rctg  to  your  Back . 

Then  cajl  away  Care, 

Bid  adieu  to  Defpair , 

With  a  Down ,  down ,  down,  and  a  down  ! 

Like  Fools,  our  own  Sorrows  we  make: 

In  jpight  of  dull  thinking , 

While  Sack  we  are  drinking , 

Our  Hearts  are  too  bujy  to  ach. 

Enter  Springlove,  with  Books  and  Papers ,  and  a  Bunch  of 
Keys.  He  lays  them  on  a  Table . 

:  \  •  •  . 

Old.  Yet  here  comes  one,  brings  me  a  fecond  Fear,,  who  has 
my  Care  next  unto  my  Children. 

Heart.  Your  Steward,  Sir,  it  feems,  has  Bufinefs  with  you: 

I  wifh  vou  would  have  none  with  him. 

Old.  I’ll  foon  difpatch  it,  and  then  be  for  our  Journey  in- 
ftantly.  / 

Heart.  I’ll  wait  your  coming  down,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Old.  But,  whv,  Springlove ,  is  now  this  Expedition  ? 

Spr.  Sir,  ’tis  Duty.  , 

Old.  Not  common  among  Stewards,  I  confefs,  to  urge  in 
their  Accompts  before  the  Day  their  Lords  have  limited. 

Spr.  Sir,  your  Indulgence,  I  hope,  {hall  ne’er  corrupt  me.— 
Here,  Sir,  is  the  Balance  of  the  fever  al  x^ccompts,  which  fhews 
you  what  remains  in  Calh  ;  which  added  to  your  former  Bank, 
makes  up  in  all - 

Old.  Twelve  thoufand  and  odd  Pounds, 
r  ,  Spr. 
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f  ,  _ 

Spr.  Here  are  the  Keys  of  all :  The  Chefts  are  fafe  In  your 
own  Clofet. 

Old.  Why  in  my  Clofet !  Is  not  yours  as  fafe  ? 

Spr.  Oh  Sir !  you  know  my  Suit  ? 

Old.  Your  Suit  !  what  Suit  ? 

Spr.  Touching  the  time  of  Year. 

Old.  ’Tis  well  nigh  May :  Why,  what  of  that,  Spr  hi  glove  ? 

[ Birds Jing . 

Spr.  Oh  Sir  1  you  hear  I  am  call’d  ! 

Old.  Are  there  Delights  in  Beggary  ?  Or  if  to  take  Diverfity 
of  Air,  be  fuch  a  Solace,  travel  the  Kingdom  over;  and  if  this 
yield  not  Variety  enough,  try  farther  (provided  your  Deport¬ 
ment  be  genteel)  take  Horfe,  and  Man,  and  Money,  you  have 
all,  or  I’ll  allow  enough.  [Nightingale ,  Cuckow,  Szc.  fings. 

Spr.  Oh,  how  am  I  confounded  !  Dear  Sir,  return  me  naked 
to  the  world,  rather  than  lay  thofe  Burdens  on  me,  which 

will  Hide  me.  I  mull  abroad,  or  perifli - Have  I  your  leave. 

Sir  ? 

Old.  I  leave  you  to  difpute  it  with  yourfelf :  I  have  no  Voice 
to  bid  you  go,  or  flay.  [Exit. 

Spr.  I  am  confounded  in  my  Obligations  to  this  good  Man. 

Enter  Randal,  and  three  or  four  Servants  with  Bajkets. 

' The  Servants  go  off. 

Now,  Fellows,  what  News  from  whence  you  came  ? 

Rand.  The  old  wonted  news,  Sir,  from  your  Gueft-Houfe, 
the  old  Barn  :  They  have  all  pray’d  for  you,  and  our  Mailer, 
as  their  manner  is,  from  the  Teeth  outward  :  Marry  ?  from  the 
Teeth  inwards,  ’tis  enough  to  fwallow  your  Alms,  from  whence 
I  think,  their  Prayers  feldom  come. 

Spr.  Thou’rt  old  Randal  Hill  !  ever  grumbling  !  but  Hill  offi¬ 
cious  for  ’em. 

Rand.  Yes,  hang  ’em,  they  know  I  love  ’em  well  enough :  I 
have  had  merry  Bouts  with  feme  of  ’em. 

A  I  R  III. 

.  »  .  1 

And  he  that  will  not  merry ,  merry  bey 
With  a  pretty  Lafs  in  a  Bed ; 

1  wijh  he  were  laid  in  our  Church-yard \ 

With  a  Tomb -Ji one  over  pis  Head. 

He,  if  he  con  d,  to  be  merry ,  merry  there , 

We ,  to  be  merry ,  merry  here  ; 

For  who  does  know ,  where  we  jhall  go 
To  be  jnerry  another  Tear , 

Brave  Boys!  to  be  merry  another  Tear . 
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Spr.  Well,  honeft  Randal!  thus  it  is - I  am  for  a 

Journey  :  I  know  not  how  long  will  be  my  abfence  :  But  I 
will  prefently  take  Order  with  the  Cook  and  Butler,  for  my 
wonted  Allowance  to  the  Poor.  And  I  will  leave  Money  with 
them  to  manage  the  Affair  till  my  Return. 

Rand.  Then  up  rife  Randal ,  Bailey  of  the  Beggars .  [ Exeunt • 

SCENE,  *  Barn. 

, 

The  Beggars  are  dif cover'd  in  their  Bo  [lures  :  Then  they  ijfue  forth , 

and  at  lajl  the  Patrico. 

Enter  Springlove. 

All  the  Beggars.  Our  Matter !  our  Matter !  our  fweet  and 

Comfortable  Mailer ! 

Spr.  How  chear,  my  Hearts  ? 

1  Beg.  Moft  crowfe  !  mod:  caperingly  !  fhall  we  Dance  l 
{hall  we  Sing  to  welcome  our  King  ? 

AIR  IV. 

\  ,  «  *  -  .  •  *  .  t 

j  Beg.  Worn.  Thd  all  are  difcontented grown. 

And  fain  would  change  Conditions  5 
Tree  Courtier  envies  now  the  Clown, 

The  Clowns  turn  Politicians . 

2  Beg.  Worn.  Ambition  fill  is  void  of  Wit, 

And  makes  a  woful  Figure  : 

For  none  of  'em  all  e'er  envy' d  yet 9 
The  Life  of  a  fovial  Beggar , 

Chor.  Ambition  fill,  Sec. 

3  Beg.  Worn.  The  Man  that  hourly  wracks  his  Brain , 

To  increafe  his  ufelefs  Store, 

Still  dreads  a  Fall ,  and  lives  in  Pain , 

While  we  can  fall  no  lower. 

4.  Beg.  Worn.  The  Dame  of  rich  Attire  that  brags , 

Wou'd  willingly  unrig  her  : 

Did  Jhe  but  know  the  Joys  of  Rags , 

And  the  Life  of  a  jovial  Beggar . 

Chorus  of  all.  Toe  Dame ,  See . 

Spr.  What,  is  he  there  ?  that  folemn  old  fellow  ? 

2  Beg .  Man.  O  Sir  !  the  rareft  Man  of  all !  He  is  a  Pro¬ 
phet  j  fee  how  he  holds  up  his  Prognoflicating  Nofc  :  He  is 
Divining  now. 

Spr.  How  1  a  Prophet  ? 
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2  Beg.  Man .  Yes,  Sir,  a  Cunning-man,  and  a  Fortune-teller, 
?Tis  thought  he  was  a  great  Clerk  before  his  Decay  ;  but  he  is 
very  clofe,  will  not  tell  his  beginning,  nor  the  Fortune  he 
himfelf  is  fallen  from.  But  he  ferves  us  tor  a  Clergyman  iHll, 
and  marries  us,  if  need  be,  after  a  new  W ay  of  his  own. 
Spr.  How  long  have  you  had  his  Company  ? 

2  Beg.  Man.  But  lately  come  among  us,  but  a  very  ancient 
Stroller  all  the  Land  over  ;  and  has  traveled  with  Gy  piles,  and 

is  a  Patrico. - Shall  he  read  your  Fortune,  Sir  ? 

Spr.  If  it  pleale  him. 

Pat.  Lend  me  your  Hand,  Sir. 

By  this  Palm  I  underfland 

Thou  art  born  to  Wealth  and  Land  i 

And  after  many  a  bitter  Gull, 

Shall  build  with  thy  great  Grandfire’s  Dull. 

Spr.  Where  fliall  I  find  it  ?  But  come,  Til  not  trouble  my 
Head  with  the  fearch. 

2  Beg.  Man.  What  fay  you,  Sir,  to  our  Crew,  are  we  not 
well  congregated  ? 

Spr .  You  are  a  Jovial  Crew  !  the  only  People  whofe  Happi- 
nefs  I  admire. 

3  Beg.  Man.  Will  you  make  us  happy  in  ferving  you  ?  Have 
you  any  Enemies  ?  Shall  we  fight  under  ye  Will  you  be  outf 
Captain  ? 

2  Beg.  Man.  Nay,  our  King  ! 

3  Beg.  Man.  Command  us  Thmething,  Sir  ! 

Spr.  Where’s  the  next  Rendezvous  ? 

I  Beg.  Man.  Neither  in  Village,  nor  in  Town, 

But  three  miles  off,  at  Maples-down* 

Spr.  At  Evening,  there  I’ll  vifit  you. 

I  Beg.  Man.  And  there  you’ll  fin'd  us  frolick. 

A  I  R  V.  , 

;  1  Beg.  Man.  We’ll  glad  our  Hearts  with  the  hefl  of  our  Cheer , 

Our  Spirits  we’ll  raife  with  his  Honour  s  Jlrong  Beer  ; 
All  Strangers  to  Plope ,  and  regardlcfs  of  Fear, 

We’ll  make  this  the  merr  iejl  Night  of  the  Tear. 

Chor.  Hoe  Tear ,  we’ll  make  this  the  mcrriejl  Night  of  the  Tear. 

2  Beg,  Man.  Nor  Sorrow ,  nor  Pain ,  among f  us  fall  he  found. 

To  our  Maflers  good  Health  Jhad  the  Cup  be  crown’d , 
That  long  he  may  live  and  in  Blifs  abound , 

Shall  he  every  Mar’s  Wijhr  while  the  Bold  goes  round \ 
Chor.  Goes  round,  fall  be  every  Aian’s  Wif ,  &c. 
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3  Beg.  Man.  Our  Wants  we  can't  help ,  nor  our  Poverty  cure : 

To-morrow  tnayn't  come ,  of  To-night  we'll  make  fure. 
We'll  laugh ,  and  lie  down,  although  we  are  poor , 

And  Love  Jhall  remain ,  tho'  the  Wolf's  at  the  Door. 

Chor.  The  Door ,  and  our  Love ,  &c. 

4  Beg.  Man.  and fmart ,  _/£<*//  rar  Mirth  go  round , 

/T//i  antick  Meafures  we'll  beat  the  Ground , 

To  pleafure  cur  Majler  in  Duty  bound , 

We'll  dance,' till  we're  Lame ,  and  drink  ' till  we're  Sound. 
Chon  We're  Sounds  We'll  dance ,  &c. 

So,  now  away  !  [ Exeunt  Beggars . 

They  dream  of  Happinefs  that  live  in  State, 

But  they  enjoy  it,  that  obey  their  Tate.  [is*//. 

SCENE,  Oldrents’  Houfe. 

Enter  Vincent,  Hilliard,  Meriel,  Rachel. 

Hill.  I  admire  the  Felicity  they  take. 

Tin.  Beggars  !  they  are  the  only  People  can  boaft  the  Benefit 
of  a  free  State,  in  the  full  Enjoyment  of  Liberty,  Mirth,  and 
Eafe.  Who  would  have  loft  this  Sight  of  their  Revels  ?  How 
think  you,  Ladies  ?  Are  they  not  the  only  Happy  in  a  Nation  ? 

Mcr.  Happier  than  we,  Pm  fure,  that  are  pent  up,  and  ty’d 
by  the  Nofe  to  the  continual  Stream  of  hot  Hofpitality  here  in 
our  Father’s  Houfe,  when  they  have  the  Air  at  Pleafure  in  all 
Variety. 

AIR  VI. 

In  the  charming  Month  of  May, 

When  the  pretty  little  Birds  begin  to  fmg  : 

JVhgt  a  Jhame  at  Home  to  flay, 

*  Nor  enjoy  the  fmiling  Spring, 

While  the  Beggar  that  locks  forlorn , 

Tho'  foe's  not  Jo  nobly  born. 

With  her  Rags  ail  patch'd  and  tor n, 

JVhile  Jhe  dances  and  frags  -with  the  merry  Men  and  Maids, ' 

In  her  fmiling  Eyes  you  ?nay  trace 
End  her  innocent  chearful  Face  $ 

Tho*  foe's  poor,  may  be 
More  happy  than  fie 
That  fghs  in  hep  rich  Brocades, 


Rach . 
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Rach.  And  tho’  I  know  we  have  merrier  Spirits  than  they, 
yet  to  live  thus  confin’d,  Rifles  me. 

A  I  R  VII. 

See  hoiv  the  Lambs  are  fporting  ! 

Hear  hove  the  JVarblers  fing  ! 

See  how  the  Doves  are  courting  ! 

All  Nature  hails  the  Spring. 

Let  us  embrace  the  Blejjing ,  \ 

Beggars  alone  are  free  \ 

Free  from  Employment , 

Their  Ldfe  is  Enjoyment 
Beyond  expreffion  ; 

Happy  they  ivander , 

And  happy  feep  under 
The  Greenwood  Tree , 

»  ,  ■•v 

Hill.  Why,  Ladies,  you  have  Liberty  enough,  or  may  take 
what  you  pleafe. 

Mer.  Yes,  in  our  Father’s  Rule  and  Government,  or  by  his 
Allowance:  What’s  that  to  abfolute  Freedom  ?  Such  as  the 
very  Beggars  have  ;  to  feaft  and  revel  here  to-day*  and  yonder 
to-morrow 5  next  Day,  where  they  pleafe;  and  fo  on  ftill,  the 
whole  Country  or  Kingdom  over.  There’s  Liberty  !  the  Birds 
of  the  Air  can  take  no  more. 

Rach.  And  then,  at  Home  here,  or  wberefoever  he  comes, 
our  Father  is  fo  penfive  (what  muddy  Spirit  fo-e’er  poiTelTes 
him,  wou’d  I  cou’d  conjure  it  out)  that  he  makes  us  ever  fide 
of  his  Sadpefs,  that  were  wont  to  do  any  thing  before  him, 
and  he  would  laugh  at  us. 

Mer.  Now  he  never  looks  upon  us,  but  with  a  Sigh,  or  Tears 
in  his  Eyes,  tho’  we  fimper  never  fo  demurely.  What  Tales 
have  been  told  him  of  us,  or  what  he  fufpe£ts,  I  know  not, 
fcut  I  am  weary  of  his  Houle. 

Rach.  Does  he  think  us  wanton  tro,  becaufe  fometimes  we 
talk  as  lightly  as  great  Ladies  r 
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A  I  R  VIII.  - 

How  fweet  is  the  Evening  Air , 

When  the  Lajjes  all  prepare  y 
So  trim  and  fo  clean , 

! Vo  trip  it  o'er  the  Green , 

And  meet  with  their  Sweet-hearts  there  ? 

While  the  pale  "Town  Lafs 
Difguifes  her  Face, 

To  Jqueak  at  a  Mafquerade  ; 

Where  the  proudejl  Prude 
May  be  fubdii  dy  • 

And  when  foe  cries ,  You’re  rudey 
You  may  conclude 
She  will  not  die  a  Maid. 

Rach,  I  can  fwear  fafely  for  the  Virginity  of  one  of  us,  fo 
far  as  Word  and  Deed  goes. - Marry,  Thoughts  are  free. 

Mer.  Which  is  that  one  of  us,  I  pray?  Yourfelf,  or  meir 

Rach.  Good  Sifter  MerieU  Charity  begins  at  Home  :  But  I’ll 
fwear,  I  think  as  charitably  of  thee,  and  not  only  becaufe  thou 
art  a  Year  younger,  neither. 

Mer .  I  am  beholden  to  you. - But  dear  Rachel ,  as  the 

Saying  is,  a  demure  Look  is  no  Security  for  Virtue.  But  for 
my  Father,  I  would  I  knew  his  Grief,  and  how  to  cure  him, 
or  that  we  were  where  we  cou’d  not  fee  it.  It  fpoils  our  Mirth, 
and  that  has  been  better  than  his  Meat  to  us. 

Vine.  Will  you  hear  our  Propofal,  Ladies  ? 

Mer .  Pfhah  !  you  would  marry  us  prefently  out  of  his  Way, 
becaufe  he  has  given  you  a  foolifh  kind  of  Promife  :  But  we 
will  fee  him  in  a  better  Humour  firft,  and  as  apt  to  laugh,  as 
we  to  lie-down,  I  warrant  him. 

Hill.  ’Tis  like  that  Courfe  will  cure  him,  would  you  embrace 
it. 

Rach.  VP e  will  have  him  cur’d  firft,  I  tell  you,  and  you  (hall 
wait  that  Seafon,  and  our  Leifure. 

Mer.  1  will  rather  venture  my  being  one  of  the  Ape-leadersr 
than  to  marry  while  he  is  fo  melancholy. 

Vine.  We  are  for  any  Adventure  with  you.  Ladies. 

Rach.  And  we  will  put  you  to’t. - Come  afide,  MerieU 

I  remember  an  old  Song  of  my  Nurfe’s,  every  Word  of  which 
fihe  believed  as  much  as  her  r falter y  that  us’d  to  make  me  long, 
when  I  was  a  Girl,  to  be  abroad  in  a  Moon-light  Night. 


/ 
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X  A. 

The  Jovial  Crew. 

AIR  IX. 


At  Night ,  by  Moon-light  on  the  Plain , 
With  Rapture ,  how  I’ve  feeny 
Attended  by  her  harmlefs  Train , 

The  little  Fairy  Queen  : 

Her  Midnight  Revels  fweetly  keep , 

While  Mortals  are  involv'd  in  Sleeps 
They  tript  it  o'er  the  Green . 

And  where  they  danc'd  their  chearful  Round , 
The  Morning  would  difclofe , 

For  where  their  nimble  Feet  do  bound y 
Each  Flow'r  unbidden  grows  : 

The  Daify  ( fair  as  Maids  in  May) 

The  Cowflip,  in  his  gold  Array , 

And  blujhing  Violet  'rofe. 


Mer.  Come  hither,  Rachel . 

X?h-  l  Ha  !  ha,  ha  ! 

Mer.  ^ 

Vine.  What’s  the  Conceit,  I  wonder  l 


fit:  (  !  ha> ha ! 

Hill.  Some  merry  one  it  feems,  but  I’ll  never  pretend 
at  a  Woman’s  Mind. 


to  guefo 
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The  Mind  of  a  Woman  can  never  be  known , 

You  never  can  guejs  it  aright : 

ril  tell  you  the  Rea  [on - She  knows  not  her  own , 

It  changes  fo  often  e'er  Night . 

3 Twou'd puzzle  Apollo, 

Her  Whimfies  to  follow , 

His  Oracle  wou'd  be  a  fiefi ; 

She'll  frown  ivben  [he's  kindy 
Then  quickly  you'll  find , 

She'll  change  with  the  Wind \ 

And  often  abufes 

The  Man  that  Jhe  chufes , 

And  what  Jhe  refufes , 

Likes  bejl . 


Rach .  And  then,  MerieJ - Hark  again— Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Vine .  How  they  are  taken  with  it  ? 

Mer, 


14  ^he  Jovial  Crew. 

Mer.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !— Hark  again,  Rachel - 1  am  of  the 

Girl’s  Mind,  who  wou’d  not  take  the  Man  fhe  lik’d  beft,  ’till 
fhe  was  fare  he  lov’d  her  well  enough  to  live  in  a 
with  her. 

Both,  Ha,  ha,  ha  l 

Vine.  Now,  Ladies,  is  your  Pro] edit  ripe  ?  Po fiefs  us  with 
the  Knowledge  of  it.  You  know  how,  and  what  ws  have 
vow’d  ;  to  wait  upon  you  any  how,  and  any  whither. 

Mer.  And  you  will  ffand  to’ t  ? 

Vine.  Ay,  and  go  to’t  with  vou  wherever  it  be. - What  fay 

you,  are  you  for  a  Trip  to  Bath  ? 

Mer.  No,  no,  not  ’till  the  Dodlor  doesn’t  know  what  elfe 
$o  do  with  us. 

Vine.  Well,  would  you  be  courted  to  go  to  London  l 

Rach.  Few  Country  Ladies  need  be  afk’d  twice :  But  you’re 
a  bold  Man  to  propofe  it. 


A  I  Pv  XL 

Blow  JhUj  like  yozir  ivosi d  dare  advife , 
‘To  trujl  the  Tow  n's  deluding  Arts  ; 
JVhere  Love,  in  dally  Andmfio  lies. 
And  triumphs  over  heedUjl  Hearts  : 
How  feiv%  like  my  zOoud  thus  T  v; 

T indulge  the  tempting  dear  VicUghty 
Where  daily  Pleajures  charm  the  Eye^ 
And  'Joys  juperior  crown  the  Night. 


Hill.  In  the  Name  of  Wonder,  what  would  you  do? 

Mer.  Pray  tell  it  ’em.  Sifter  Rachel. 

Rach.  Why,  Gentlemen — Ha,  ha  !---Then  thus  it  is — You 
feem’d  e’en  now7  to  admire  the  Felicity  of  Beggars. 

Mer.  And  have  engag’d  yourfelves  to  join  with  us  in  any 

Co  urfe. 

jyach.  Will  you  now  with  us,  and  for  our  Sakes,  turn  Beggars  ? 
Mer-.  It  is  our  Refolution,  and  our  Injunction  on  you. 

Rach.  But  for  a  l  ime,  and  a  ftiort  Pronrefs. 

Mer.  And  for  a  Spring-Trick  of  Youth,  now  in  the  Seafon. 
Vine.  Beggars  !  what  Rogues,  are  thefe  \ 

Hill.  A  firnple  Trial  of  our  Loves  and  Service  !f 
Rach  Are  you  reiolv’d  upon’t  ?  If  not,  farewel  !  We  are 
reialv’d  to  take  our  Courfe. 

Mer.  Let  yours  be  to  keep  CounfeS. 

Vine.  Stay,  flay  1  Beggars !  'Are  we  not  fo  already  ? 
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AIR  XII. 

Vine.  We  beg  but  in  a  higher  Strain , 

Than  fordid  /laves  y  who  beg  for  Gain .  J  * 

Hill.  No  paltry  Gold ,  or  Gems ,  we  want , 
beg  what  you  alone  can  grant , 

Vine.  V<2  /g/Iy  Titles y  no  Renown , 

J9»rf  fomething  greater  than  a  Grown. 

Hill.  We  beg  not  Wealthy  or  Liberty , 

Both.  beg  your  humble  Slaves  to  be. 

Vine.  beg  your  fnowy  Hands  to  kifsy 

Or  Lips,  if  you'd  vouchfafe  the  Blifs. 

Hill.  And  if  our  faithful  Vows  can  move , 

f  What  Gods  might  envy  us)  your  Love. 

Vine.  The  Boon  we  beg,  if  you  deny. 

Our  Fate's  decreed,  we  pine  and  die . 

Hill.  For  Life  we  beg ,  for  Life  implore , 

Both.  pooref  Wretch  can  beg  no  more . 

Rach.  That  will  not  ferve—your  Time’s  not  come  for  that 
yet.  You  {hall  beg  Victuals  firft. 

Vine.  O  !  I  conceive  your  begging  Progreft  is,  to  ramble 
out  this  Summer  among  your  Father’s  Tenants. 

Mer.  No,  no,  not  fo. 

Vine.  Why  fo  we  may  be  a  kind  of  Civil  Beggars. 

Rach.  I  mean,  dark,  errant,  downright  Beggars.  Ay,  with¬ 
out  Equivocation,  Statute  Beggars. 

Mer.  Couchant  and  Pajjanty  Guard  ant,  and  Rampant  Beggars. 
Yin.  Current  and  Vagrant. 

Hill.  Stockant  and  Whippant  Beggars. 

Vine.  ’Fore  Heaven  !  I  think  they  are  in  Earned: ;  far  they 
were  always  mad. 

Hill.  And  we  were  madder  than  they,  if  we  fhould  lofc  e’rru 
Vin.  ’Tis  but  a  mad  trick  of  Youth,  as  they  fay,  for  the 
Springy  or  a  fhort  Progrefs  ;  and  Mirth  may  be  made  out  of  it 
if  we  knew  how  to  carry  it. 

Rach.  Pray,  Gentlemen,  be  fudden.  [Cuckow  without J\  Hark  ! 
you  hear  the  Cuckow  ? 

A  I  R  XIII. 

Rach.  Abroad  ive  muf  wander  to  hear  the  Birds  fug, 

T'  enjoy  the  frejh  Airy  and  the  Charms  of  the  Spring. 

Mer.  We'll  beg  for  our  Bread ,  then  if  the  Night's  raw , 

Will  keep  ourfehes  warm  on  a  Bed  of  clean  Straw. 

Rach. 


i6  cIhe  Jovial  Crew. 

Rach.  Flow  bleft  is  the  Beggar,  who  takes  the  frejh  Air  ? 

Mer.  Tbef.  hard  is  his  Lodging,  and  coarje  is  his  Fare , 

Rach.  Confinement  is  hateful - 

Mer.  - - And  Pleafure  defray:,. 

Both.  ,cTis  Freedom  alone  is  the  Parent  of  Joys. 

Enter  Spring! ove. 

Vine.  O  !  here  comes  Springlove  l  His  great  Kencfadtorfhip 
among  the  Beggars,  might  prefer  us  with  Authority,  into  a 
ragged  Regiment,  prefently.  Shall  I  put  it  to  him  ? 

Rach.  Take  heed  what  you  do  !  His  greatnefs  with  my  Fa¬ 
ther  will  betray  us. 

Vine.  I  will  cut  his  Throat,  then - My  noble  Springlove! 

the  oreat  Commander  of  the  Maunders ,  and  Kins:  of  Canters  : 
We  law  the  Gratitude  of  your  Loyal  Subjects,  in  the  large 
Tributary  Content  they  gave  you  in  their  Revels. 

Spr.  Did  you  fo.  Sir  ? 

Hill,  We  have  feen  all,  with  great  Delight  and  Admiration. 

Spr.  I  have  feen  you  too,  kind  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  and 
over-heard  you  in  your  flrange  Defign,  to  be  Partakers,  and 
Co-Actors  too,  in  thofe  vile  Courfes,  which  you  call  Delights, 
ta’en  by  thofe  defpicable  and  abhorred  Creatures. 

Vine.  Thou  art  a  Defpifer,  nay  a  Blafphemer,  againft  the 
Maker  of  thofe  happy  Creatures. 

Rach.  He  grows  zealous  in  the  Caufe  •  Sure,  he’ll  beg  indeed. 

Vine.  Art  thou  an  Hypocrite,  then,  all  this  while  ?  only  pre¬ 
tending  Charity,  or  ufing  it  to  get  a  Name  and  Praife  unto  thy- 
felf ;  and  not  to  cherilh  and  increafe  thofe  Creatures  in  their 
mo  ft  happy  way  of  Living. 

Mer.  They  are  more  zealous  in  the  Caufe,  than  we. 

Spr.  But  are  you.  Ladies,  at  Defiance  too  with  Reputation, 
and  the  dignity  due  to  your  Father’s  Houfe,  and  you  ? 

Rach.  Hold  thy  peace,  good  Springlove ;  and  tho’  you  feem  to 
diflike  this  Difcourfe,  and  reprove  us  for  it,  do  not  betray  us  in 
it.  Your  Throat’s  in  Queftion ;  I  tell  you  for  Good-Will, 
good  Springlove. 

Spr.  I  have  founded  your  Faith,  and  am  glad  to  find  you  all 
right.  And  for  your  Father’s  Sadnefs,  I’ll  tell  you  the  Caufe 
on’t ;  I  overheard  it  but  this  Day,  in  private  Difcourfe  with  his 
merry  Mate,  Hearty ;  he  has  been  told  by  fome  Wizard,  you 
both  were  born  to  be  Beggars  ! 

All.  How  !  how  ! 

Spr.  For  which  he  is  fo  tormented  in  Mind,  that  he  cannot 
ficep  in  Peace,  nor  look  upon  you,  but  with  Heart’s  Grief. 

Vine ,  This  is  mold,  fi: range  1 
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Rach.  Let  him  be  griev’d  then,  ’till  we  are  Beggars,  we  have 
juft  Reafon  to  become  fo  now;  and  what  we  thought  on  but  in 
Jeft  before,  we’ll  do  in  Earneft  now. 

Spr.  I  applaud  this  Refolution  in  you  ;  wou’d  have  perfuaded 
it;  will  be  your  Servant  in’t.  For,  look  ye,  Ladies;  the  Sen¬ 
tence  of  your  Fortune  does  not  fay  that  you  fhall  beg  for  Need, 
Hunger,  or  cold  Neceffity.  If  therefore  you  expofe  yourfelves 
on  Pleafure  into  it,  you  fhall  abfolve  your  Deftiny,  neverthe- 
lefs-,  and  cure  your  Father’s  Grief :  I  am  overjoy’d  to  think 
on’t ;— -I  am  prepar’d  already  for  the  Adventure,  and  will  with 
all  Conveniences,  furnifh,  and  fet  you  forth  ;  give  you  Rules, 

and  Directions,  how  I  us’d  to  accoft  Paflengers,  with  a- - 

Good  your  good  JVorJhip  !  the  Gift  of  one  fmcdl  Pemy  to  a  poor 
Cripple,  and  even  to  blefs ,  and  rejlore  it  to  you  in  Heaven . 

All.  A  Springlove ,  a  Springlovef 

Spr .  Follow  me.  Gallants,  then,  as  chearful  as——  [Birds, 
whiflle  without ]  We  are  fummon’d  forth. 

All.  We  follow'  thee. 

AIR  XIV. 

Mer.  'To  you  dear  Father ,  and  our  Home9 
I'Ve  bid  a  Jhort  Adieu  : 

The  tempting  Frolick  has  overcome , 

By  Force  of  being  New. 

But  let  not  that  your  Patience  vex , 

For ,  dear  Papa,  jou  know  our  Sex. 

With  a  fal,  la, 

Rach.  Nor  hope ,  good  Sir,  to  fpare  your  Cojl , 

Nor  think  our  Fortune’s  paid  ; 

No  Woman  yet  was  ever  loft, 

Thoy  fometimes  Jhes  mif-laid  : 

For  vo hen  the  Pleafure  turns  to  Pain , 

Be  fure  we  fhall  come  home  again. 

With  a  fal,  la,  &c. 


The  End  of  the  Firjl  AcL 
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A  C  T  II.  SCENE  I. 


SCENE  continues . 


Enter  Randal  with  a  Bag  of  Money  in  his  Hand. 

Band.  TI  7  ELL,  go  thy  ways  !  If  ever  any  juft  and  chari- 
table  Steward  was  commended,  furely  thou 
fbalt  be  at  the  Iaft  Quarter-Day.  Here’s  five-and- 
twenty  Pounds  for  this  Quarter’s  Beggars  Charge :  And  (if  he 
return  not  by  the  End  of  this  Quarter)  here’s  Order  to  a  Friend 

to  ftipply  for  the  next - If  I  now  fliould  venture  for  the 

Commendation  of  an  unjuft  Steward,  and  turn  this  Money  to 
mv  own  ufe  ?  Ha  !  dear  Devil  tempt  me  not !  I’ll  do  thee 
Service  in  a  greater  Matter ;  but  to  rob  the  Poor  (a  poor  Trick) 

every  Chur  ch-V/ar den  can  do’t. - Now  fomething  whifpers 

me,  that  my  Mafter,  for  his  Steward’s  Love,  will  fupply  the 

Poor,  as  I  may  handle  the  Matter - then  I  rob  the  Steward, 

if  I  reftore  him  not  the  Money  at  his  Return. — —Away, 
Temptation  :  leave  me  !  I’m  frail  Flefh,  yet  I  will  fight  with 

thee. - But  fay  the  Steward  never  return- . Oh  !  but  he  will 

return  ! - Perhaps  he  may  not  return. - Turn  from  me, 

Satan  !  ftrive  not  to  clog  my  Confcience. - 1  would  not  have 

this  Weight  upon  me  for  all  thy  Kingdom. 


Enter  Hearty  fin  gin g,  and  Oldrents. 

AIR  XV. 

Let  P leaf ure  go  rounds 

Let  us  laugh  and  fing,  let  us  laugh  and  fing%  Boys ! 
Let  Humour  abound , 

And  Joy  fill  the  Day. 

Jf  Sorrow  intrude , 

Drive  it  cut  again ,  drive  it  out  again ,  Boys  ! 
if  by  Griefs  we're  purju'd , 

Let  us  drink  'em  away  ; 

The  Pleafure  of  l Tine 
Makes  a  ALortal  divine. 

For  get  but  a  Bottle  once  into  your  Noddle 
No  Power ,  or  Art , 

Can  fuch  Virtue  impart , 

Far  raifirg  the  Spirits ,  and  cheering  the  Heart . 
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Remember,  Sir,  your  Covenant  to  be  merry. 

Old.  I  ftrive,  you  fee,  to  be  fo. - But  do  you  fee  yon 

Fellow  ? 

Heart.  I  never  noted  him  fo  fad  before ;  he  neither  fings, 
nor  whittles. 

Old.  Why,  how  now,  Randal !  where’s  Springlove  ? 

Rand,.  Here’s  his  Money,  Sir,  I  pray  that  I  be  charg’d  with 
it  no  longer.  The  Devil  and  I  have  drain’d  Courtefy  thefe 

two  Hours  about  it - 1  would  not  be  corrupted  with  the 

Truft  of  more  than  is  my  own.  Mr.  Steward  gave  it  me.  Sir, 
to  order  it  for  the  Beggars :  He  has  made  me  Steward  of  the 
Barn ,  and  them  ;  while  he  is  gone,  he  fays,  a  Journey,  to 
furvey  and  meafure  Lands  abroad  about  the  Countries  ;  fome 
Purchafe,  I  think,  for  your  Worfhip. 

Old.  I  know  his  meafuring  of  Land  !  He’s  gone  his  old 
Way,  and  let  him  go - Am  not  I  merry.  Hearty? 

Heart.  Yes,  but  not  hearty  merry. 

Qld The  Poor’s  Charge  ihall  be  mine  :  Carry  you  the  Money 
to  one  of  my  Daughters  to  keep  for  Springlove. 

Rand .  I  thank  your  Worfhip.  [Exit, 

Old.  He  might  have  ta’en  his  Leave,  tho’. 

Heart.  I  hope  he’s  run  away  with  fome  large  Trutt  :  I  never 
lik’d  fuch  demure,  down-look’d  Fellows. 

Old.  You  are  deceiv’d  in  him. 

Heart.  If  ypu  be  not,  ’tis  well. - - But  this  is  from  the 

Covenant. 

Old.  Well,  Sir,  I  will  be  merry:  I’m  refolv’d  to  force  my 

Spirit  only  unto  Mirth. - Shou’d  I  hear  now,  my  Daughters 

were  mif-led,  or  run  away,  I  would  not  fend  a  Sigh  to  fetch 
’em  back. 

Heart ,  T’other  old  Song  for  that. 

AIR  XVI. 

There  was  an  old  Fellow  at  Waltham- Crofs, 

IVho  merrily  Jung  when  he  liv'd  by  the  Lojs , 

He  cheer'd  up  his  Heart  ivben  his  Goods  went  to  racky 
With  a  Hem  I  Boys ,  Hem  !  and  a  cup  of  old  Sack. 

Old,  Is  that  the  W ay  on’t  ?  Well,  it  (hall  be  mine  them 

Enter  Randal. 

Rand.  My  Mittrefles  are  both  abroad,  Sir* 

Old.  How  !  fince  when  ? 
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Rand.  On  Foot,  Sir,  two  Hours  fince,  with  the  two  Gen¬ 
tlemen  their  Lovers.  Here’s  a  Letter  they  left  with  tho  Butler, 
and  there’s  a  Mutt’ring  in  the  Houfe. 

Old,  I  will  notread,  nor  open  it,  'but  conceive  within  my- 
felf  the  worft  that  can  befall  them  ;  that  they  are  loft,  and  no 
more  mine.  Grief  fliall  lofe  her  Name,  where  I  have  Being, 
and  Sadnefs  from  my  fartlieft  Foot  of  Land,  while  i  have  Life, 
be  banilh’d. 

Heart .  What’s  the  Whim  now  ! 

Old.  My  Tenants  fliall  fit  Rent-free,  for  this  Twelvemonth, 
and  all  my  Servants  have  their  Wages  doubled  ;  and  fo  fhall  be 
my  Charge  in  Houfe-keeping :  I  hope  my  Friends  will  find 
and  put  me  to’t. 

Heart.  For  them,  I’ll  be  your  Undertaker,  Sir.  But  this  is 
over-done  !  I  don’t  like  it. 

Old.  And  for  thy  News,  the  Money  that  thou  haft,  is  now 
thy  own  :  I’ll  make  it  good  to  Springlc-ve.  Be  fad  with  it  and 
leave  me  ;  for  I  tell  thee  I’ll  purge  my  Houle  of  ftupid  Melan¬ 
choly. 

Rand.  I’ll  be  as  merry,  as  the  Charge  that’s  under  me. 

[A  confus'd  Noice  of  finging  and  Laughing  without.  ] 

The  Beggars ,  Sir  !  d’ye  hear  them  in  the  barn  ? 

Old.  I’ll  double  their  Allowance  too ;  that  they  may  double 
their  Numbers,  and  increafe  their  Ncife. 

Rand.  Now  you  are  fo  nigh.  Sir,  if  you’ll  look  in,  I  doubt 
not,  but  you’ll  find  ’em  at  their  high  Feaft  already. 

Heart .  Pray  let’s  fee ’em,  Sir. 

Old.  With  all  my  Heart.  [ Exeunt s 

SCENE  draws,  and  difcovers  the  Beggars . 

Re  - enter  Oldrents,  Flearty  and  Randal. 

All  Beg.  Blefs  his  Worfhip!  his  good  Worfhip  !  Blefs  his 
Worfhip  ! 

1  Beg.  Man.  Come,  Friends,  let  us  give  his  Worfhip  a  Tafte 

of  our  Mirth  ! -  Hem  1  Let  us  fing  the  Part-Song  that  I 

made  for  you,  that  which  contains  all  our  Characters.  I  mean 
thofe  we  had  in  better  Times  :  There  is  not  fuch  a  Collection 
of  Oddities,  perhaps,  in  all  Europe. - Hem!  be  filent  there  ! 

x  \  ,7-  /  i,  1  ,k  '  v.  ' 
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I  Beg.  Man. 


2  Beg.  Man. 


3  Beg.  Man. 


4  Beg.  Man. 


5  Beg.  Man. 


6  Beg.  Man. 


i  Beg.  Man. 


A  I  R  XVII. 

1  once  was  a  Poet,  at  London, 

I  keep  my  Heart  fill  full  of  Glee  ; 

There's  no  Man  can  fay  that  I’m  undone , 

For  Begging’*  no  new  Trade  to  me. 

Tol  derol,  Is'c. 

I  was  once  an  Attorney  at  Law, 

And  after ,  a  Knight  of  the  Port: 

Give  me  a  brifk  Wench  in  clean  Straw , 

And  I  value  not  who  rules  the  Roajl. 

Tol  derol,  &c. 

Make  room  for  a  Soldier  in  Buff^ 

Who  valiantly  Jlrutted  about ; 

? Till  he  fancy' d  the  Peace  breaking  off. 

And  th&n  he  mojl  wifely-— fold  out . 

Tol  derol,  isfc. 

Here  comes  a  Courtier  polite ,  Sir, 

Who  flatter' d  my  Lord  to  his  Face  ; 

Now  Railing  is  all  his  Delight ,  Sir, 

Becaufe  he  mifs'd  getting  a  Place .  ^ 

Tol  derol,  &c: 

'  *  '  *  ..  ‘  •»  v  *  i  >  i  4  ft  if  .  J  «.  hi 

I  fill  am  a  merry  Gut -Scraper, 

My  Heart  never  yet  felt  a  Fpualm  : 

Tho '  poor ,  I  can  frolick  and  vapour , 

And  flng  any  Tune ,  but  a  Pfalm. 

Tol  derol,  &c. 

I  was  £  Fanatical  Preacher, 

I  turn'd  up  my  Eyes  when  I  pray'd ; 

But  my  Hearers  had  half-flarv'd  their  Teacher , 
For  they  believ'd  not  one  Word  that  I  faid. 

Tol  derol,  &c. 

Whoe'er  wcu'd  be  merry  and  free. 

Let  him  lifl,  and  from  us  he  may  learn  j 

In  Palaces  who  Jhall  you  fee. 

Half  fo  happy  as  we  in  a  Barn  ! 

Tol  derol,  &c. 


Old. 
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Old.  Good  Heaven  !  how  merry  they  are  ! 

Heart.  Be  not  you  fad  at  that  ? 

Old.  Sad,  Hearty!  no;  unlefs  it  be  with  Envy  at  their  full 
Happinefs.— What  is  an  Eftate  of  Wealth  and  Power,  balanc’d 
with  their  Freedom  ? 

Heart.  I  have  not  fo  much  Wealth  to  weigh  me  down,  nor 
fo  little,  I  thank  Chance,  as  to  dance  naked. 

dll  Beg.  Blefs  his  Wcrfbip!  his  good  Worftup  !  Blefs  his 
W  or  fill  p  !  [ Exeunt  Beggars. 

Heart,  flow  think  you,  Sir?  or  what  ?  or  why  d’ye  think  at 
all,  unlefs  on  Sack,  or  Supper  time  ?  D’ye  fall  back  ?  D’ye  not 
know  the  Danger  ot  Relapfes  ? 

Old.  Good  Hearty!  thou  miflak’fl:  me:  I  was  thinking  upon 
this  Patriot ,  and  that  he  has  more  Soul  than  a  born  Beggar 
in  him. 

Heart.  Rogue  enough  though,  I  warrant  him. 

Old.  Pray  forbear  that  Language. 

Heart.  Will  you  then  talk  of  Sack ,  that  can  drown  Sighing? 
Will  you  in  to  Supper,  and  take  me  there  your  Gueft  ?  or  muft 
I  creep  into  the  Barn  among  your  welcome  ones  ? 

Old.  You  have  rebuk’d  me  timely,  and  moll  friendly.  [Exit. 

Heart .  Would  all  were  well  with  him  !  [Exit.  Patrico  follows* 

Rand.  It  is  with  me. 


A  I  R  XVIIT. 

What ,  tho ’  thefe  Guineas  bright ,  Siry 
Be  heavy  in  my  Bag  ; 

My  Heart  is'  Jl  ill  the  lighter , 

Eke  more  my  Pockets  fwag  : 

Let  mujly  Fools 
Find  out  by  Rules 
That  Money  Sorrow  brings  ; 

Yet  none  can  think 
How  I  love  their  Chink  ; 
dlas,  poor  Things. 

SCENE  the  Fields. 


[Exit. 


Enter  Vincent  and  Hilliard  in  their  Rags. 

Hill.  Is  this  the  Life  we  admired  in  others,  with  Envy  of 
their  Happinefs  ? 

Vine.  Pray  let  us  make  a  virtuous  Ufe  of  it,  by  fleering  our 

Courfe  homewards.  — . Before  I’ll  endure  fuch  another 

Night ! 
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Hill.  What  wou’dft  thou  do  !  I  wifti  thy  Midrefs  heard  thee  ! 

Vine.  I  hope  file  does  not ;  for  I  know  there’s  no  altering  our 
Courfe  before  they  make  the  fird  Motion  ;  but  ’tis  ftrange  we 
fhou’d  be  weary  already,  and  before  their  fofter  Conditution  of 
Flefh  and  Blood. 

Hill.  They  are  the  dronger  in  Will,  it  feems. 

A  I  R  XIX. 

Tho *  Women,  ' tis  true ,  are  but  tender , 

Vet  Nature  does  Strength  f apply : 

Heir  Will  is  too  flrong  to  Surrender, 

‘They"’ re  objlinate  Jlill  ' till  they  die. 

In  vain  you  attack  'em  with  Reafon , 

Tour  Sorroivs  you  only  prolong ; 

Difputing  is  always  High-Treafon , 

No  Wo?nan  was  e'er  in  the  Wrong . 

Tour  only  Relief  is  to  bear  ; 

And  when  you  appear  content , 

Perhaps,  in  Companion ,  the  Fair 
May  perjuade  herfelf  into  Confent • 

Enter  Springlovc. 

Spr.  How,  now,  Comrades!  repining  already  at  your  Fulnefs 
«f  Liberty  ?  Do  you  complain  of  Lafe  \ 

Vine.  Dale,  call’d  thou  it  !  Didft  thou  fleep  to-night  ? 

Spr.  Not  fo  well  thefe  eighteen  Months,  I  fwear,  fince  my 
laft  Walks. 

Hill.  Lightning  and  Temped  is  out  of^thy  Littany.  Cou’d 
not  the  Thunder  wake  thee  ? 

Spr.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Vine.  Nor  the  Noife  of  the  Crew  in  the  Quarter  by  us  ? 
Well  !  never  did  Knights- Errant  in  all  Adventures,  merit  more 
«f  their  Ladies,  than  we  Beggars- Errant,  or  Errant- Beggars,  do 
of  ours. 

Spr.  The  greater  will  be  your  Reward,  think  upon  that : 
And  fhew  no  manner  of  D'iftade  to  turn  their  Hearts  from  you  : 
You  are  undone  then. 

Vine.  Are  they  ready  to  appear  out  of  their  Privy  Lodgings  in 
the  Pig’s  Palace  of  Pleafuie  ?  Are  they  coming  forth  ? 

Spr .  I  left  ’em  almoft  ready,  fitting  on  their  Pads  of  Straw, 
helping  to  drefs  each  other’s  Head ;  the  one’s  Lye,  is  Pother's 
Looking- Glafs ;  with  the  pretti Coyle  they  keep  to  fit  their 
Fancies  in  the  mod  graceful  Wav  of  wearing  then  new  D  eJdnr, 
that  you  wou’d  admire.  c 
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I  hope  we  are  as  gracefully  fet  out,  are  we  not  ? 

Spr.  Indifferent  well.  But  will  you  fall  to  Practice  ?  Let 
me  hear  how  you  can  Maund,  when  you  meet  with  Paffengers. 

Hill.  We  do  not  look  like  Men,  I  hope,  too  good  to  learn. 

Spr .  Let  me  inftrudt  you,  though.  [Spring,  injlrufts  them , 

Enter  Rachel  and  Meriel  in  Rags. 

Rach.  Have  a  care,  good  Meriel ;  what  Hearts  or  Limbs  fo- 
ever  we  have,  and  tho’  never  fo  feeble,  let  us  fet  our  beft  Faces 
on’t,  and  laugh  our  laft  Gafp  out,  before  we  difcover  any  Dif- 
like,  or  Wearinefs  to  them.  Let  us  bear  it  out  'till  they  com¬ 
plain  firft,  and  beg  to  carry  us  home  a-Pick-a-Pack. 

Mer .  I  am  forely  tir’d  with  Hoofing  it'already,  and  fo  crampt 
with  our  hard  Lodging  in  the  Straw,  that - 

Rach..  Think  not  on’t.  I  am  numm’d  i’th’  Shoulders  too,  a 
little ;  and  have  found  the  Difference  between  a  hard  Floor, 
with  a  little  Straw,  and  a  Down  Bed  with  a  Quilt  upon’t. 
But  no  Words,  nor  a  fower  Look,  I  pr’ythee. 

Hill.  O  !  here  they  are  !  Madam  Few-cloaths ,  and  my  Lady 
Bonny -rag. 

Vine.  Peace  !  they  fee  us. 

Mr.  I  Ha>  ha’  ha! 

Vine.  Wfe  are  glad  the  Obje<£b  pleafes  you. 

Rach.  So  does  the  Subject :  Now  you  appear  the  Glories  of 
the  Springy  Darlings  of  Phoebus,  and  the  Summer’s  Heirs. 

.  '  A  I  R  XX. 

TVoe  betide  each  tender  Fair , 

Who  now  beholds  you ,  mufl  adore  ye. 

Such  a  Shape  and  fuch  an  Air , 

Mufl  make  each  Beauty  fall  before  ye. 

Narciffus’  Fate  and  yours  were  one , 

Coud  you  but  your  own  Charms  difcover , 

You  d  die ,  as  many  a  Fop  has  done , 

Only  of  himfelf  a  Lover . 

v  • 

Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  We  are  glad  you  are  fo  merry  ? 

Vine.  Merry,  and  lufty  too  :  This  Night  will  we  lie  to* 
gether,  as  well  as  the  proudeft  Couple  in  the  Barn. 

Spr.  What !  do  we  come  for  this  ?  Laugh  and  lie  down 
when  your  Bellies  are  full  !  Remember,  Ladies,  you  have  not 
V  begg’d 


Hill.  I 
Vine.  5 
Rach.  1 
Mer .  5 
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begg’d  yet,  to  quit  your  Defiiny :  but  have  lived  hitherto  on  my 
Endeavours.— -Who  got  your  fupper,  pray,  laft  Night,  but  I  l 
of  dainty  Trencher-Fees  from  a  Gentleman’s  Houfe,  fuch  as 
the  Serving-men  themfelves,  fometimes  wou’d  have  been  glad 
of:  And  this  Morning  now,  what  comfortable  Chippings,  and 
fweet  Butter- milk,  had  you  te  break  faft  ! 

Rack  O  !  ’twas  excellent  !  I  feel  it  good  {fill,  here. 

Mer.  There  was  a  brown  Cruft  amongft  it,  that  has  made 
my  Neck  fo  white,  methinks  !  Is  it  not,  Rachel? 

Rack,  Yes,  yes,  you  gave  me  none  on’t  3  you  ever  covet  to 
have  all  the  Beauty. 

A  I  R  XXL 

No  IVoman  her  Envy  can  f mother, 

TIN  never  fo  vain  of  her  Charms ; 

If  a  Beauty  foe  fpies  in  another , 

The  Pride  of  her  Heart  it  alarms. 

New  Conquefs  foe fill  mujl.  be  makings 
Or  fancies  her  Poiver  groivn  lefis  : 

Her  poor  little  Heart  is  fill  aching. 

At  fight  of  another's  Succefs . 

But  Nature  defign'd , 

In  love  to  Mankind , 

That  different  Beauties  Jhould  move , 

Still  pleas’d  to  ordain , 

None  ever  foou'd  reign , 

Sole  Monarch  in  Empire  or  Love. 

Then  learn  to  be  wife , 

New  Triumphs  dejpij e. 

And  leave  to  your  Neighbours  their  JDuf9 
If  one  can't  pleafe , 

You'll  find  by  degrees , 

You'll  not  be  contented  zuith  tzvo. 

Vine.  They  are  pleas’d,  and  never  like  to  be  weary. 

Hill.  No  more  muft  we,  if  we’ll  be  theirs. 

Spr.  Peace  !  here  comes  Paflengers  ;  forget  not  your  R.ules, 
quickly  difperfe  yourfelves,  and  fall  to  your  Calling.  [ Exeunt • 

Enter  Oliver. 

Ol.  Let  me  fee  !  here  I  am  fent  by  my  Father,  the  worfhip- 
ful  Juftice  Clack,  in  great  hafte  to  Mr.  Qldrents ,  in  fcarch  o£ 
my  Coufin  Amie ,  who  is  run  away  with  Martin ,  my  Father’s 
Clerk ,  and  Hearty's  Nephew,  juft  when  file  fhould  have  been 
coupled  to  another  :  My  Bufmefs  requires  tiafte  >  but  my  Plea- 

D  lure* 
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fare,  and  all  the  Search  that  I  intend  is,  by  hovering  here,  to 
take  a  Review  of  a  Brace  of  the  handfomeft  Beggar-Wenches, 
that  ever  grac’d  Ditch,  or  Hedge-fide  :  I  paft  by  ’em  in  Hafte, 

hut  fomething  fo  poRed'es  me,  that  I  mull - What  the  Devil 

mud:  I  ? - A  Beggar !  why,  Beggars  are  Flefh  and  Blood,  and 

Rags  are  no  Difeafes  ;  and  there  is  more  wholfomer  Flefh 
under  Country  Dirt,  than  City  Painting. 

Enter  Rachel  and  Meriel. 

Oh  1  here  they  come  !  they  are  delicately  fkin’d  and  limb’d  ! 

now  they  fpy  me. 

Rack  "Sir,  I  befeech  you  look  upon  us  with  the  Favour  of  a 
Gentleman.  We  are  in  a  prefent  Diftrefs,  and  utterly  unac¬ 
quainted  in  thefe  Parts,  and  therefore  forc’d  by  the  Calamity 
of  our  Misfortunes,  to  implore  the  Courtefy,  or  rather  Charity, 
of  thofe  to  whom  we  are  Strangers. 

01.  Very  fine,  this  ! 

Mer.  Be  therefore  pleas’d,  right  noble  Sir,  not  only  valuing 
us  by  our  outward  Habits,  which  cannot  but  appear  loathfome 
or  defpicable  unto  you,  but  as  we  are  forlorn  Chriflians,  and  in 
that  Eflimation,  be  compaffionately  mov’d  to  caft  a  Handful  or 
two  of  your  filver,  or  a  few  of  your  golden  Pieces  unto  us,  to 
furnifh  us  with  Linen,  and  fome  decent  Habiliments. 

OL  They  beg  in  a  high  Strain !  Sure  they  are  mad,  or  be¬ 
witch’d  into  a  Language  they  underftand  not - The  Spirits  of 

fome  decay’d  Gentry  talk  in  ’em,  fure. 

Raich.  May  we  expect  a  gracious  Anfwer  from  you,  Sir  ? 

Mer.  And  that  as  you  can  wifh  our  Virgin  Prayers  to  be 
propitious  for  you. 


Rach. 

Mer. 

Rach. 

Mer. 

Rach. 

Mer. 

Rach. 

Both. 


A  I  R  XXII. 

O  l  may  your  Mijlrefs  ne'er  deny , 

The  Suit ,  which  you  Jhall  humbly  move  / 
And  may  the  fair  eft  Virgins  vie , 

And  be  ambitious  of  your  Love  ! 

If  Honour  leady 
May  you  jucceed , 

By  Love  hifpir’d ,  with  Conqueft  crown’d. 
And  when  you  ttW,  * 

Your  Bridal  Bed 

With  Wealth ,  and  endlefs  Joys  abound. 


01.  This  exceeds  all  that  ever  I  heard,  and  ftrikes  me  int* 
Wonder.  Pray  tell  me  how  long  you  have  been  Beggars  ?  or 

how  chanced  you  to  be  fo  ? 

i  ~  Racht 
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Rach.  By  Influence  of  our  Stars,  Sir. 

Mer .  We  were  born  to  no  better  Fortune. 

01.  How  came  you  to  talk,  and  fing  thus  ?  and  fo  much  above 
the  Beggars  Dialect  ? 

Rach.  Our  Speech  came  naturally  to  us  ;  and  we  ever  lov’d 
to  learn  by  Rote,  as  well  as  we  cou’d. 

Mer .  And  to  be  ambitious  above  the  Vulgar,  to  afk  more 
than  common  Alms,  whatever  Men  pleafe  to  give  us. 

01.  Sure  fome  well-difpos’d  Gentleman,  as  myfelf,  got  thefe 
Wenches.  They  are  too  well  grown  to  be  my  own,  and  I 
cannot  be  inceftuous  with  km. 

Rach.  Pray,  Sir,  your  noble  Bounty. 

01.  What  a  tempting  Lip  that  little  Rogue  moves  there  ! 
and  what  an  enticing  Eye,  the  other  ! 

A  I  R  XXIII. 


T o  Rach.  Come  hither  pretty  Maid,  with  a  Hack  rolling  Eye  : 

•  A  fide.  What  a  Look  was  there  !  does  all  my  Senfes  charm . 

T o  Mer.  Come  hither  pretty  Dear ,  for  I fwear ,  /  long  to  try 

A  little ,  little  Love ,  which  will  do  thee ,  Child ,  no  harm > 
That  Air ,  that  Grace , 

That  lovely  Milk-white  Skin  ! 

C  Oh  l  which  J hall  I  embrace  ? 

[  Oh!  where Jhall  I  begin ! 

For  if  I  flay 

I  both  of  them  mujl  ivooe ; 

/  had  better  run  away , 

Than  deal  at  once  with  two. 


To  Rach . 
To  Mer. 

To  both. 


Afide. 


What’s  this  ?  a  Flea  upon  thy  Bofom  ? 

Mer .  Is  it  not  a  ftraw-coloured  one,  Sir  ? 

01.  O  what  a  provoking  Ikin  is  there  !  That  very  Touch 
inflames  me. 

.  AIR  XXIV. 

Rach.  Can  nothing.  Sir ,  move  you,  our  Sorrows  to  tnend? 

Have  you  nothing  to  give  ?  Have  you  nothing  to  lend  P 
Mer.  You  fee  the  fad  Fate  we  poor  Damfels  endure , 

Can't  Charity  move  you  to  grant  us  a  Cure  P 
Rach.  My  Heart  does  fo  heave,  Vm  afraid  it  will  break  l 
Of  Viffuals  we’ve  farce  had  a  Morfel  this  Week. 

Mer.  How  hard  is  your  Heart  l  how  unkind  is  your  Eye  ! 

If  nothing  can  move  you,  good  Sir ,  to  comply. 

Both.  How  hard  is  your  Heart,  See. 

'  '  D  2  Rach, 
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Reich.  Are  you  mov’d  in  Charity  towards  us  yet  ? 

01.  Mov’d  !  I  am  mov’d  3  no  Flefh  and  Blood  more  mov’d. 

i Mer.  Then,  pray  Sir,  your  Benevolence. 

01.  Benevolence  !  which  fhall  1  be  benevolent  to  ?  or  which 
ftrft  ?  I  am  puzzled  in  the  Choice.  Wou’d  Tome  fworn  Brother 
of  mine  were  here  to  draw  a  Cut  with  me. 

Rach.  Sir,  noble  Sir. 

01.  Firft  let  me  tell  you,  Damfels,  I  am  bound  by  a  ftrong 
Vow  to  kifs  all  of  your  Sex  l  meet  this  Morning. 

Mer.  Beggars  and  all,  Sir ! 

01.  All,  all  j  let  not  your  Coynefs  crofs  a  Gentleman’s  Vow, 
1  befeech  you.  \KiJfes  them  both. 

Mer.  You’ll  tell  now. 

01.  Tell,  quotha  !  I  could  tell  a  tho'ufand  on  thofe  Lips,  and 

as  many  upon  thofe. - What  Life~reftoring  Breaths  they 

have  !  Milk  from  the  Cozv  (teems  not  fo  fweetly. - 1  muft  lay 

one  of  ’em  aboard  3  both,  if  my  Tackling  hold. 

Mer\  Slr!S'r! 

01.  But  how  to  bargain,  now,  will  be  the  Doubt :  They  that 
beg  fo  high,  as  by  the  Handfuls,  may  expedl  for  Price  above 
the  Rate  of  good  Men’s  Wives. 

Reich.  Now  wi  1  you.  Sir,  be  pleas’d  ? 

CL  With  all  my  Heart,  Sweet !  and  I  am  glad  thou  know’ft 
ray  Mind. - Here’s  Twelve  pence  for  you. 

We  thank  you,  Sir. 

01.  That’s  but  as  Earneft;  I’ll  j eft  away  the  reft  with  you.-* 
Look  here  !  all  this— Come,  you  know  my  Meaning* 


A  I  R  XXV* 


Rach. 

Wo ud  you  hurt  a  tender  Creature , 
JVhom  your  Charity  firm'd  fave 

Mer. 

Is  it  in  your  gentle  .Nature 

Thus  io  triumph  o'er  a  Slave  ? 

Rach. 

Fye ,  for  /name ,  Sir  f 

Mer. 

You're  to  blame ,  Sir  ; 

Can  y cur  werjhip Jloop  fo  low? 

R.ach. 

Thoy  you're  above  mey 

Mer. 

’T-u  ill  behove  me. 

Still  to  anfwer,  No,  no,  no. 

Both. 

Still  to  anfiver ,  No,  no,  no. 

01.  Muft  you  be  drawn  to’t?  then  I’ll  pull.  Come  away. 
Rach.  7  A  t  1  u  1 
Me,,  1  Ah  !  ! 

Enter 


29 


‘The  Jovial  Crew. 

Enter  Springiove,  Vincent,  and  Hilliard. 

Vine.  Let’s  beat  his  Brains  out. 

01.  Cpme,  leave  your  fqueaking. 

Spr.  O  !  do  not  hurt  ’em,  Maher. 

Ol.  Hurt  ’em  !  I  meant  ’em  but  too  well.- . Shall  I  be  To 

prevented  ? 

Spr.  They  be  but  young,  and  Ample  ;  and  if  they  have  offen<- 
ded,  let  not  your  Worlhip’s  own  Hands  drag  ’em  to  the  Law, 
or  carry  ’em  to  Punifhment :  Correct  ’em  not  yourfelf,  it  is 
the  Beadle’s  Office. 

Ol.  D’ye  talk  !  Shag- rag  ? 


[Offer  to  beat  him  with  their  Crutches  ;  he  runs  off. 

Bach.  Look  you  here.  Gentlemen,  Six-pence  a  piece  ! 

Mer.  BeAdes  fair  offers,  and  large  Promifes.  What  have 
you  got  To-day,  Gentlemen! 

Vine.  More  than  (as  we  are  Gentlemen)  we  wou’d  have  taken. 

Hill .  Yet  we  put  it  up  in  your  Service. 

|  Ha,  ha,  ha, !  Switches  and  Kicks !  Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Spr.  Talk  not  here  of  your  Gettings,  we  muff  quit  this 
Quarter:  The  eager  Gentleman’s  R.epulfe  may  arm,  and  return 
him  with  Revenge  upon  us ;  we  muff  therefore  leap  Hedge, 
and  Ditch ,  ’till  we  efcape  out  of  this  Liberty,  to  our  next  Ren¬ 
dezvous,  where  we  fhall  meet  the  Crew ,  and  then,  Hey-tofs  ! 
and  laugh  all  Night. 

Mer.  As  we  did  laft  Night. 

Bach.  Hold  out,  Meriel. 

Mer.  Lead  on,  brave  General. 

Vine.  What  fhall  we  do  ?  they  are  in  Heart  ffill  :  Shall  we 
go  on  ! 

Hill.  There’s  no  flinching  back,  you  fee. 

Enter  Martin  and  Amie,  in  poor  Habits. 

Spr.  Stay,  here  comes  more  Paffengers ;  Angle  yourfelves 
again,  and  fall  to  your  Calling,  difcreetly. 

■Hill .  I’ll  Angle  no  more ;  If  you’ll  beg  in  full  Cry,  I  ant 
for  you. 

Mer.  Ay,  that  will  be  fine  !  let’s  charm  all  together. 

Spr.  Stay  firft  and  liften  a  little. 

Mar.  Be  of  good  cheer.  Sweetheart,  we  have  efcap’d  hi¬ 
therto,  and  I  believe  that  all  the  Search  is  now  retir’d,  and  we 
may  fafely  pafs  forward. 

Am. 
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Am.  I  fhould  be  fa fe  with  thee.  But  that’s  a  moft  lying  Pro¬ 
verb  that  fays.  Where  Love  is,  there  is  no  Lack.  I  am  faint*  and 
cannot  travel  further  without  Meat ;  and  if  you  lov’d  me,  you 
wou’d  get  me  fome. 

Mar.  We’ll  venture  at  the  next  Village  to  call  for  fome; 
the  beft  is,  we  want  no  Money. 

Am.  We  jfhall  be  taken  then,  I  fear ;  I’ll  rather  pine  to  Death, 

A  I  R  XXVI. 

The  tuneful  Lark,  who  from  her  Nefl, 

Ere  yet  well-fledg' d,  is  flol'n  away. 

With  care  attended  and  carefs'd , 

She  fometimes  flngs  the  live-long  Day. 

Yet  fill  her  native  Fields  jhe  mourns , 

Her  Goaler  hates,  his  Kindnefs  f corns. 

For  Freedom  pants ,  for  Freedom  burns. 

That  darling  Freedom  once  obtain'd , 

Unskill'd ,  untaught  to  fearch  for  Prey , 

She  mourns  the  Liberty  Jhe  gain'd , 

And  hungry ,  pines  her  Hours  away. 

Helplefs ,  the  little  JVand'rer  flies. 

Then  homeward  turns  her  longing  Eyes , 

And  warbling  out  her  Grief ,  Jhe  dies. 

Mar.  Be  not  fo  fearful ;  who  can  know  us  in  thefe  clownifh 
Habits  ? 

Am.  Our  Cloaths  indeed  are  poor  enough  to  beg  with  ;  wou’d 
I  cou’d  beg,  fo  it  were  of  Strangers  that  cou’d  not  know  me, 
rather  than  buy  of  thofe  that  wou’d  betray  us. 

Mar.  And  yonder  be  fome  that  can  teach  us. 

Spr.  Thefe  are  the  young  Couple  of  run-away  Lovers  dif- 
gtiis’d,  that  the  Country  is  fo  laid  for?  obferve,  and  follow 
now.  Good  loving  Meafter  and  Meeffrefs,  your  biefled  Cha¬ 
rity  to  the  Poor,  who  have  no  Houfe,  nor  Home,  no  Health, 
no  Help,  but  your  fweet  Charity. 

Mer.  No  Bands,  or  Shirts,  to  keep  us  from  the  Cold. 

Hill.  No  Smocks,  or  Petticoats  to  hide  our  Scratches. 

Vine.  No  Skin  to  our  Flefh,  nor  Flefh  to  our  Bones,  ftiortly. 

Rack.  No  Shoes  to  our  Legs,  or  Hole  to  our  Feet. 

A  I  R  XXVII. 

Mer.  Oh  l  turn  your  Eyes  on  me,  and  view  my  Diflrefs  ! 

Did  you  know  my  hard  Fate,  you  would  pity  my  Cafe . 

Such  a  k hid- hearted  Gentleman  fare  wou  d  grant. 

To  ja  tender  young  Virgin,  whate'er  floe  did  want. 


A  I  R 


Hill. 
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A  I  R  XXVIII. 

Oh,  hear  my  Story ,  gentle  Lady, 

1  am  a  wealthy  Farmer’s  Son  ; 

JVho  once  was  gay ,  and  rich  as  may  he. 

But  now  by  Love  I  am  undone. 

Reduc’d  to  Want  and  Wretchednefs , 

And Jlarv  d  mu  ft  be, 

XJnlefs  you  grant  to  my  Diftrefs 
Tour  Charity . 

A  I  R  XXIX. 

Vine.  I  like  a  Gentleman  did  live, 

!  ne’er  did  beg  before  ; 

Some  j 'mall  Relief  you  fure  might  give. 

That  vjoud  not  snake  you  poor . 

A  I  R  XXX. 

Rach .  My  Daddy  is  gone  to  his  Grave  ; 

My  Mother  ties  under  a  Stone  $ 

And  never  a  Penny  I  have,  ' 

Alas  !  I  am  quite  undone . 

My  Lodging  is  in  the  cold  Air, 

And  Hunger  is  Jharp ,  and  bites  | 

A  little  Sir,  good  Sir,  J 'pare , 

To  keep  me  warm  o’  Nights . 

Spr.  Good  worlhipful  Mealier  and  Meellrefs - 

Mar.  Good  friend,  forbear,  here’s  no  Mealier  nor  Meellrefs, 
we  are  poor  Folks  ;  thou  feeft  no  Worfhip  upon  our  Backs, 
I’m  fure  ;  and  for  within,  we  want  as  much  as  you,  and  would 
as  willingly  beg,  if  we  knew  how  as  well. 

Spr.  Alack  for  Pity  !  you  may  have  enough ;  and  what  I  have 
is  yours,  if  you’ll  accept  it.  ’Tis  wholefome  Food,  from  a 

good  Gentleman’s  Gate - Alas !  good  Meellrefs— • ~--much 

good  do  your  Heart !  How  favourly  Jhe  feeds. 

Mar.  What,  do  you  mean  to  poifon  yourfelf  ? 

Am.  Do  you  Ihew  Love,  in  grudging  me  \ 

Mar.  Nay,  if  you  think  it  hurts  you  not,  fall  to,  I’ll  not  beguile 
you.  And  here,  mine  HofI,  fomething  towards  your  Reckoning. 
Am.  This  Beggar  is  an  Angel,  fure! 

Spr.  Nothing  by  way  of  Bargain,  gentle  Mailer  j  ’tis  again# 
Order,  and  wifi  never  thrive ;  But  pray,  Sir,  your  Reward  in 

Charity, 


Mar  • 
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Mar.  Here  then,  in  Charity. - --This  Fellow  wou’d  never 

make  a  good  Clerk. 

Spr.  What!  all  this,  Mafter  t 

Am.  What  is  it  ?  Let  me  fee  it. 

Spr.  ’Tis  a  whole  filver  Three-pence,  Miftrefs. 

Am.  For  fhame  !  ungrateful  Mifer. - Here,  Friend,  a 

Golden  Crown  for  thee. 

Spr.  Bountiful  Goodnefs  !  Gold  ? 

Am.  I  have  robb’d  thy  Partners  of  their  Shares  too,  there’s 
a  Crown  more  for  them. 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.' 

Mar.  What  have  you  done  ?  lefs  wou’d  have  ferv’d  ;  and 
your  Bounty  will  betray  us.. 

Am.  Fy  on  your  wretched  Policy  ! 

Spr .  No,  no,  good  Mafter  ;  I  knew  you  all  this  while,  and 
my  fweet  Miftrefs  too.  And  now  I’ll  tell  you,  the  Search  is 
every  way,  th t  Country  all  laid  for  you,  it’s  well  you  ftaid  here. 
Your  Habits,  were  they  but  a  little  nearer  our  Fafhion,  wou’d 
iecureyou  with  us.  But  are  you  married,  Mafter  and  Miftrefs  ? 
Are  you  join’d  in  Matrimony  ?  In  Heart,  I  know  you  are* 
And  I  will  (if  it  pleafe  you)  for  your  great  Bounty,  bring  you 
to  a  Curate  that  Jacks  no  Licenfe,  nor  has  any  Living  to  lofe5 
that  ftiall  put  you  together. 

Mar.  Thou  art  a  heavenly  Beggar  ! 

Spr.  But  he  is  fo  fcrupulous,  and  feverely  precife,  that  un- 
lefs  you,  Miftrefs,  will  aftirm  that  you  are  with  Child  by  the 
Gentleman,  that  you  have  at  leaft  flept  together,  he  will  not 
marry  you.  But  if  you  have  lain  together,  then ’tis  a  Cafe  of 
Neceffity,  and  he  holds  himfelf  bound  to  do  it. 

Mar.  You  may  fay  you  have. 

Am.  I  would  not  have  it  fo,  nor  make  that  Lye  againft  my* 
felf,  for  all  the  World. 

A  I  R  XXXI. 

Is  there  on  Earth  a  Pleafure , 

Dearer  than  Virtue's  Fame  ? 

In  vain' s  the  real  <Treajurey 
When  we  have  lojl  the  Name. 

Then  let  each  Maid  maintain  ity 
9 Twill  afk  the  nicejl  Care ; 

Once  loft  /he'll  ne'er  regain  it , 

All  all  is  then  Dejpair. 

Spr.  That  I  like  well,  and  her  exceedingly. 

1  Mar.  I’ll  do  that  for  thee, -----thou  fhalt  never  beg  nj©ra. 

Spr, 
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Spr .  That  cannot  be  purchas’d  fcarce,  for  the  Price  of  your 
Miftrefs.  Will  you  walk,  M  after  ? - —We  ufe  no  Com¬ 
pliments.  — 

AIL  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.  [Exeunt. 

•  ■V 

SCENE,  Oldrcnts*  Hcufe . 

Enter  Oldrents  and  Hearty. 

Heart .  Come,  come,  Sir,  this  Houfe  is  grown  too  melancholy 
for  you,  we  muft  e’en  vary  the  fcene,  and  pay  a  Vifit  to  your 
merry  Neighbour  Juftice  Clack ;  his  good  Humour  will  ftrengthen 
mine,  and  help  me  drive  old  Care  away. 

Old.  Good  Hearty,  you  have  kindly  undertaken  my  Cure,  and 
fhall  find  me  a  traceable  Patient. 

Heart .  T’other  old  Song  for  that,  and  then  for  the  Juftice. 

»  A  I  R  XXXII. 

I  made  love  to  Kate,  long  I figh’d  for  /he, 

’Till  I  heard  of  late  /he'd  a  mind  to  me, 

1  met  her  on  the  Green  in  her  bejl  Array, 

So  pretty  fie  did  feem,  fie  Ji ole  my  Heart  away  ; 

O  then  we  kifs’d  and pref’d,  ivere  we  much  to  blame. 

Had  you  been  in  my  Place ,  you’d  have  done  the  fame . 

As  1  fonder  grew  fie  began  to  prate, 

Ppuotk  fie  Til  marry  you ,  if  you  will  marry  Kate  ; 

But  then  I  laugh’d  and  fwore  1  lov'd  her  more  than  fo , 

For  tied  each  to  a  Rope’s  end  ’iis  tugging  to  and  fro  : 

Again  we  kif’d  and  prefi,  were  vee  ?nuch  to  blame. 

Had  you  been  in  my  Place ,  you’d  have  done  the  fame . 

Then  fie  figh’d  and  faid,  foe  was  wondrous  fck, 

Dicky  Katy  led,  Katy  fie  led  Dick, 

Long  we  toy’d  and  play’d,  under  yonder  Oak , 

Katy  loft  the  Game ,  though  fie  play’d  in  joke  ; 

For  there  we  did  alas !  what  1  dare  not  name , 

Had  you  been  in  my  Place ,  you’d  have  dene  the  fame. 

Fed ,  lal, 

.  ;  '  \  \  «*. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Aid* 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

>  . 

SCENE  a  Wood. 

'  -2-  i 

Enter  Amie,  Rachel,  and  Meriel. 


Am.*\  IT  7  ELL,  Ladies,  my  Confidence  in  you,  that  you 
y  W  are  the  fame  that  you  have  protefted  yourfelves  to 
be,  hath  fo  far  won  upon  me,  that'  I  confefs 
myfelf  well  affedied  both  to  the  Mind  and  Perfon  of  that 
Spring  love ;  and  if  he  be  (as  fairly  as  you  pretend)  a  Gentleman, 
I  fhall  eafily  difpence  with  Fortune. 

Each. 


J/ler. 


He  is  a  Gentleman,  upon  our  Honours  ! 


Am.  How  well  that  high  Engagement  fuits  your  Habits  ! 
Rach.  Our  Minds  and  Blood  are  Hill  the  fame. 

Am.  I  have  paft  no  Affiance  to  the  other,  that  flole  me  from 
my  Guardian,  and  the  Match  he  would  have  forc’d  me  to  ; 
from  which  I  would  have  fied  with  any,  or  without  a  Guide. 
Befides,  to  offier  to  marry  me  under  a  Hedge,  without  a  Book 
or  ‘Ring,  by  the  Chaplain  of  the  Beggars  Regiment,  your 
Patrico ,  only  to  fave  Charges,  was  a  piece  of  Gallantry  I  fhall 
not  eafily  excufe. 

Each.  I  have  not  feen  the  W retch  thefe  three  Flours  \  whither 

is  he  gone  ? 

Am.  He  told  me,  to  fetch  Horfe  and  fit  Raiment  for  us,  f® 
to  Pofit  me  hence ;  but  I  think  it  was  to  leave  me  on  your 
Hands. 

Mer.  He  has  taken  fome  great  Diftafte  fure,  for  he  is  very 

jealous. 

Each.  AyJ  didfl  thou  mark  what  a  wild  Look  he  caff, 
when  Spr in ghve  tumbled  her,  and  kifs’d  her  on  the  Straw  this 
Morning  ? 


A  I  R 
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A  I  R  XXXIII. 

yealoufy,  like  a  Canker-worm , 

Nips  the  tender  Flow'r  of  Love  ; 
yealoufy ,  raging  like  a  Storm, 

Fray  rs  can’t  mollify ,  £WzV  move. 

Love  is  the  Root  of  Pleafures  and  jeys  ; 
yealoufy  all  its  Fruit  de [troys  : 

9 Tis  Love ,  Love ,  Jfaloufy,  Love, 

Our  Heavn  or  Hell fill  prove. 


Enter  Sprlnglove,  Vincent,  and  Hilliard. 


n  r 


But  who  comes  here  ? 

Spr.  O  Ladies  !  you  have  left  as  much  Mirth  as  would  have 
filled  up  a  Week  of  Holidays. 

£Springlove  takes  Amie  a  fide,  and  courts  her  in  a  genteel  way . 

Vine.  I  am  come  about  again  for  the  Beggar’s  Life,  now. 

Rach.  You  are  !  I’m  glad  on’t. 

Hill.  There  is  no  Life,  but  it.  % 

Rach.  I  am  glad  you  are  fo  taken  wjth  your  Calling. 

Mer.  We  are  no  lefs,  I  affure  you  ;  we  find  the  Sweetnefs 
of  it  now. 

R.ach.  The  Mirth  !  the  Pleafure  !  the  Delights  !  No  Ladies 
live  fuch  Lives. 

t  \  ,  -  I.  '  r~  W  .  t  S 

A  I  R  XXXIV. 

cTho’  Ladies  look  gay ,  when  of  Beauty  they  boafi , 

And  Mifers  are  envy  d  when  Wealth  is  increas'd ; 

‘The  Vapours  oft  kill  all  the  Joys  of  a  Toaft  ; 

And  the  Mi Jer's  a  Wretch ,  when  he  pays  for  the  Fe&fi. 

Lite  Pride  of  the  Great ,  of  the  Rich ,  of  the  Fair , 

May  Pity  hefpeak,  but  Envy  can't  move  ; 

My  Thoughts  are  no  farther  afpiring, 

No  more  my  fond  Heart  is  defiring , 

Than  Freedom ,  Content ,  and  the  Man  that  1  love. 

Vine.  They  will  never  be  weary. 

Hill.  Whether  we  feem  to  like,  or  to  diflike,  all’s  one  to  them. 

Vine .  We  muft  do  fomething  to  be  taken  by,  and  difcover’d, 
we  fhall  never  be  ourfelves,  and  get  home  again  elfe. 

[Springlove  and  Amie  come  to  the  reft . 

Spr .  1  am  yours  for  ever.  Well,  Ladies,  you  have  miff  rare 
Sport;  thefe  Beggars  lead  fuch  merry  Lives,  as  all  the  World 
1  -  ••  '•  •  E  2  might 
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might  envy.  But  here  they  come  ;  their  Mirth  few  partake  of, 
tho’  their  Vocation  is  in  fome  meafure  practis’d  by  all  Mankind 

1 

Enter  all  the  Beggars, 

A  I  R  XXXV. 

Hill.  That  all  Men  are  Beggars ,  you  plainly  may  fee , 

For  Beggars  there  are  of  ev’ry  Degree , 

‘Tho’  none  are  fo  lie  ft,  or  fo  happy  as  we. 

Which  no  body  can  deny. 

Vine.  Tl:c  Tradefman ,  he  legs  that  his  Wares  you  woud  buy  ; 

Then  begs- you’d  believe  the  Price  is  not  high  ; 

And  fvucars  ’ tis  his  Trade ,  when  he  tells  you  a  Lye, 

Which  no  body  can  deny. 

f  * 

Hill.  TJoe  Laivyer  he  begs  you  would  give  him  a  Fee , 

Tho’  he  reads  not  your  Brief, \  and  regards  not  your  Plea  ; 

„  Then  advijes  your  Foe  how  to  get  a  Decree . 
v  Which  no  body  can  deny. 

Mer.  The  Courtier ,  he  begs  for  a  Penfrn ,  a  Place , 

A  Ribbon ,  a  Title ,  a  Smile  from  his  Grace, 

’Tis  due  to  his  Aderit,  is  writ  in  his  Face. 

Which  no  body  fhou’d  deny. 

Each,  But  if  by  mifoap ,  he  Jhou’d  chance  to  get  none , 

He  begs  you’d  believe  that  the  Nation’s  undone  ; 

There’s  but  one  honeft  Man - And  himfelf  is  that  One* 

Which  no  body  dares  deny. 

Am.  The  fair  One ,  who  labours  whole  Mornings  at  home , 

New  Char  ms  to  create ,  and  much  Pains  to  confume , 

Yet  begs  you’d  believe  ’tis  her  natural  Bloom . 

Which  no  body  fhou’d  deny. 

Hill.  The  Lover  he  begs  the  dear  Nymph  to  cotnply , 

She  begs  he’d  be  gone  \  but  her  languifhing  Eye , 

Still  begs  he  ivon’d fay- — --for  a  Maid  Jhe  can’t  die. 

•  Which  none  but  a  Fool  wou’d  deny. 

Enter  Patrico. 

x  *\  . •  \  ‘  (  V  •'  -N  "0% 

Pat.  Alack  and  WeJladay !  this  is  no  time  to  fing,  our  Quar¬ 
ter  is  befet,  we  are  all  in  the  Net;  leave  off  your  merry  Glee. 

$pr.  Why,  what’s  the  Matter  ? 


Within. 
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IVithin .  Bing  awaft,  bing  awaft  y  the  Quear  Cove,  and  the 
Harman-beck. 

Spr.  We  are  befet  indeed  !  What  {hall  we  do  1 
Vine.  I  hope  we  {hall  be  taken. 

Hill.  If  the  good  Hour  be  come,  welcome  be  the  Grace  of 
good  Fortune . 


Enter  Sentwell,  Conftable,  Watch.  The  Crew  flip  away. 

Sent .  Befet  the  Quarter  round';  be  fure  that  none  efcape. 

Spr.  Blefled  Mafter,  to  a  many  diftrefled.-*-- 
Sent.  A  many  counterfeit  Rogues  !  fo  frolick  and  fo  lamen¬ 
table  all  in  a  Breath  ?  You  were  dancing  and  ftnging  but  now, 
incorrigible  Vagabonds  !  If  you  expert  any  Mercy,  own  the 
Truth  ;  we  are  come  to  fearch  for  a  young  Lady,  an  Beirefs, 
among  you  ;  Where  is  {he  ?  What  have  you  done  with  her  ? 
Am.  Who  do  you  want,  Mr.  Sentwell ? 

Sent.  Precious  !  How  did  my  haft  overfee  her  !  O  Miftrefs 
Amie  !  cou’d  I,  or  your  Uncle,  Juftice  Clack,  a  wifer  Man  than 
I,  ever  ha*  thought  to  have  found  you  in  fuch  Company  ? 

Am.  Of  me,  Sir,  and  my  Company,  I  have  a  ftory  to  de¬ 
light  you,  which  on  our  March  towards  your  Houfe,  I  will 
relate  to  you. 

Sent .  And  thither  will  I  lead  you  as  my  Gueft, 

But  to  the  Law  furrender  all  the  reft. 

I’ll  make  your  Peace. 

Am.  We  muft  fare  all  alike.  [Exeunt  Sent,  and  Amie. 

Hill.  Pray  how  are  we  to  fare. 

Rack.  That's  as  you  behave.  [Smiling. 

A  I  R  XXXVI. 

Hill.  Sure,  hy  that  Smile  my  Pains  are  over  / 

Rach.  Don't  be  too  fure. 

Hill.  Wou'd  you  then  kill  a  faithful  Lover  ? 

Rach.  Wait  for  your  cure. 

Hill.  Women ,  regardlefs  of  our  Fate, 

Often  prove  kind,  but  kind  too  late. 

Rach.  Women ,  alas!  too foon furrender / 

Hill.  That  I  deny. 

Rach.  Men  oft ’  betray  a  Heart  too  tender. 

Hill.  Take  me  and  try. 

Rach.  Love  is  a  Tyrant,  under  whofe  Sway, 

They  fuffer  leaf,  who  bef  obey , 

Both.  Love  is,  &cv  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE,  juftice  Clack’j  Houfe. 

Enter  JuJlice  Clack,  and  Martin. 

Cla.  1  have  forgiven  you,  provided  that  my  Niece  be  fafely 
taken,  and  fo  to  be  brought  home  fafely,  I  fay;  that  is  to  fay, 
imftain’d,  unblemilh’d,  undilhonour’d  ;  that  is  to  fay,  with  no 
more  Faults,  Criminal,  or  Accufitive,  than  thofe  ihe  carried 
with  hey. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  belies - 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  fpeak  together,  how  (hall  we  hear  one 
another  ?  You  believe  her  Virtue  is  Armour  of  Proof,  with¬ 
out  your  Council  or  your  Guard,  and  therefore  you  left  her  in 
the  Hands  of  Rogfles  and  Vagabonds,  to  make  your  own  Peace 
with  me  :  You  have  it,  provided,  I  fay  (as  I  faid  before)  that 
fhe  be  fafe ;  that  is  to  fay,  uncorfupted,  underiled  ;  that  is  to 
fay - as  I  faid  before. 

Ildar.  Mine  Intent,  Sir,  and  my  only  way — 

Cla.  Nay  if  we  both  fpeak  together,  how  fhall  we  hear  one 
another  l 

Enter  Sentwell.  : 

O  Mailer  Sentwell!  good  News  1 

Sent.  Of  beggarly  News,  the  bell  you  have  heard. 

Cla.  That  is  to  fay,  you  have  found  my  Niece  among  the 
Beggars  ;  that  is  to  fay — 

Sent.  True,  Sir,  I  found  her  among  them.  And  they  wer$ 
contriving  to  adt  a  Play  among  themfelves,  juft  as  we  furprizM 
’em,  and  fpoii’d  their  Sport. 

Cla.  A  Play  !  are  there  Players  among  them.  I'll  pay  them 
above  all  the  reft. 

Enter  Randal. 

Rand.  Sir,  my  Mailer,  Mr.  Oldrents ,  and  his  Friend,  Mr. 
Hearty ,  are  come  to  wait  upon  you,  and  are  impatient  to  be¬ 
hold  the  Mirror  of  Juftices;  and  if  you  come  not  at  once, 
twice,  thrice  !  he’s  gone. 

Cla.  Good  Friend,  I  will  fatisfy  your  Mailer,  without  tell¬ 
ing  him— he  has  a  faucy  Knave  to  his  Man.  [Exit  Clack. 

Rand.  Thank  your  Worfhip. 

Sent.  Do  you  hear,  Friend,  you  ferve  Mafter  Oldrents . 

Rand.  I  cou’d  ha’  told  you  that. 

Sent.  Your  Name  is  Randal. 


Rand. 
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Rand '.  Are  you  fo  wife  ? 

Sent.  Ay ;  and  the  two  young  Ladies,  your  Matter’s  Daugh¬ 
ters,  with  their  Lovers,  2re  hard  by,  at  my  Houfe.  They 
directed  me  to  find  you,  Randal ,  and  bring  you  to  ’em. 

Rand.  Whaw,  whaw,  whaw,  whaw  ! . Why  do  we  not 

go  then  ? 

Sent.  But  fecretly,  not  a  Word  to  any  Body,  for  a  Reafon 
Fll  tell  you. 

Rand.  Mum. - 


A  I  R  XXXVII. 

The  grcatejl  Skill  in  Life , 

For  avoiding  Noife  and  Strife , 

Is  to  know  when  a  Man  fiou’d  be  Dumb ,  dumb,  dumb. 

When  a  Knave  to  gain  his  End , 

Sifts  you  to  betray  your  Friend , 

Let  your  Anfwer  be  only.  Mum ,  mum,  mum . 

JVoud  you  try  to  per  fade 
A  pretty ,  pretty  Maid, 

As  ripe  as  a  Peach,  or  a  Plumb ,  Plumb,  Plumb  ? 

You’ve  nothing  more  to  do. 

But  to  fwear  you  will  be  true. 

And  then  you  may  kijs  !  but - Mum,  mum,  mum ,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Clack,  Oldrents,  Hearty,  Oliver,  and  Martin. 

'  [  ■  .  \ 

Cla.  A-hay  !  Boy  ;  A-hay  !  this  is  right ;  that  is  to  fay,  as  I 
wou’d  have  it ;  that  is  to  fay— -A-hay  !  Boys  !  a-hay  !  they  are 
as  merry  without  as  we  are  within.  A-hay  !  Matter  Oldrents, 
and  a-hay  !  Matter  Hearty!  and  a-hay!  Son  Oliver!  and  a- 
hay  !  Clerk  Martin  /  Clerk  Martin  !  the  virtue  of  your  Com¬ 
pany  turns  all  to  Mirth  and  Melody  ;  with  a-hay  trollolly, 
lolly,  lolly,  is’t  not  fo,  Matter  Hearty  ? 

AIR  XXXVIIL 

Heart.  There  was  a  Maid,  and  foe  went  to  the  Mill , 

Sing  Trolly,  lolly,  lolly ,  lolly,  lo. 

The  Mill  turn'd  round,  but  the  Maid food fill. 

Cla.  Oh  ho  !  did  fie  fo  f  did Jhe  Jo  f  did  jhc  jo  ? 

Heart,  The  Miller  he  kifs’d  her ,  away  fie  went  ; 

*  Sing  Trolly  ,  &c.  : 

The  Maid  was  'well  pleas’d,  and  the  Miller  content. 

Cla.  Ob  ho  !  was  he  Jo,  &c. 

-  Heart* 


ao  lloe  Jovial  Crew; 

Heart.  He  danc'd  and  he  fung^  while  the  Mill  went  Clack  % 

Sing  Trolly  See. 

And  he  cherijh'd  his  Heart  with  a  Cup  of  old  Sack  ; 

Cl  a.  Oh  oh  !  did  he  fo ,  Sic. 

Old.  Why  thus  it  Ihou’d  be  !  now  I  fee  you  are  a  good  Fel¬ 
low. 

C/a.  Again,  Boys,  again  5  that  is  to  fay,  A-bay  Boys !  a- 
hay  !-  — 

Old.  But  is  there  a  Play  to  be  expected  and  a£fced  by  Beg¬ 
gars  ? 

Cla.  That  is  to  fay,  by  Vagabonds?  that  is  to  fay,  byttroll- 
ing  Players  ;  they  are  upon  their  Purgation ;  if  they  can  pre- 
fent  any  thing  to  pleafe  you,  they  may  efcape  the  Law ;  that 
is,  a-hay  !  )  if  not,  to-morrow,  Gentlemen,  (hall  be  a£fed, 
Abufes  ftript  and  whipt  among  ’em  j  with  a-hay.  Matter  Hearty , 
you  are  not  merry. 

Enter  Sent  well. 

1 

And  a-hay  !  Matter  Sentwell ,  where  are  your  Dramatis  Per¬ 
forms?  your  Prologus?  and  your  A  Hus  Primus  ?  Ha’ they  given 
you  the  Slip,  for  fear  of  the  Whip  ?  A-hay! 

Sent.  A  Word  afide,  an’t  pleafe  you. 

[Sentwell  takes  Clack  afide,  and  gives  him  a  Paper . 

Cla.  Send  ’em  in,  Matter  Sentwell.  [ Exit  Sent.]  Sit,  Gentlemen, 
the  Players  are  ready  to  enter  ;  and  here’s  a  Bill  of  their 
PJays  ;  you  may  take  your  Choice. 

Old.  Are  they  ready  for  them  all  in  the  fame  Cloaths  ?  Read 
e’m,  good  Hearty. 

Heart.  Firft,  here’s  The  two  loft  Daughters. 

Old.  Put  me  not  in  mind  of  the  two  lott  Daughters,  I  pr’y- 
thee.  What’s  the  next  ? 

Heart.  The  Vagrant  Steward. 

Old .  Nor  of  a  Vagrant  Steward  ;  fure  feme  Abufe  is  meant 
me. 

Heart.  The  Old  Squire ,  and  the  Fortune-Teller. 

Old .  That  comes  nearer  me ;  away  with  it. 

Heart.  The  Beggar  s  Prophecy. 

Old.  All  thefe  Titles  may  ferve  to  one  Play  of  a  Story  that 
I  know  too  well,  I’ll  fee  none  of  them. 

Heart.  Then  here’s  the  fovial  Crew. 

Old.  Ay,  that ;  and  let  ’em  begin. 

See,  a  moft  folemn  Prologue  I 


Enter 
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Enter  a  Beggar ,  for  the  Prologue. 

A  I  R  XXXIX. 

Beg.  To  Knight ,  to  Squire ,  and  to  the  Genteels  here 
We  wijh  our  Play  may  with  Content  appear ; 

We  promife  you  no  dainty  Wit  of  Court , 

Nor  City  Pageantry ,  nor  Country  Sport ; 

But  a  plain  Piece  of  Action^  very  Jhort  and  fweetr 
.  In  Story  truey  you 'll  know  it  when  you  feed.  [Exit, 

Old?  True  Stories,  and  true  Jefts,  do  feldom  thrive  on 
Stages.  . 

Cla.  They  are  beft  to  pleafe  you  with  this  tho’,  or,  a-hay  ! 
with  a  Whip  for  them  to-morrow. 

Old.  Nay,  rather  than  they  fhall  fuller,  I  will  be  pleas’d, 
jet  ’em  play  their  word:. 

Enter  Patrico,  with  ift  Beggar ,  habited  like  Oldrents. 

See  our  Patrico  among  ’em. 

O 

•  A,  .  •  ’•  V  *\»  *4 *.*•  •'  1 

Pat .  Your  Childrens  Fortunes  I  have  told. 

Now  hear  the  Reafon  why  ; 

That  they  fhall  beg,  ere  they  be  old. 

Is  their  juft  Deftiny. 

Your  Grandfather,  by  crafty  Wile, 

An  Heir  of  half  his  Lands, 

By  fhamelefs  Fraud  did  much  beguile. 

Then  left  them  to  your  Hands, 

V  L  i  i  1 

1  Beg.  That  was  no  Fault  of  mine,  nor  of  my  Children. 

Old.  Doft  note  this.  Hearty  ? 

Heart.  You  faid  you  wou’d  be  pleas’d,  let  ’em  play  their 
worft.  • 

[ift  Beggar  walks  fadly ,  heats  his  Bnajl*  See.] 

Enter  2d  Beggar,  dreft  like  Hearty,  and  fee  ms  to  comfort  hint. 

Old.  It  begins  my  Story,  and  by  the  fame  Fortune-teller 
r >c  :old  me  my  Daughters  Fortunes,  aimoft  in  the  fame  Words; 

no  :;e  fpeaks  in  the  Play  to  one  that  Perfonates  me,  as  near 
as  l hey  can  fet  him  forth. 

Cla.  How  like  you  it,  Sir?  You  feem  difpleas'd  ;  fhall  they 
be  V: hipp’d  yet  ?  A-hay  !  if  you  fay  the  Word — 
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OIL  O  !  by  no  means.  Sir  ;  I  am  pleas’d. 

2  Beg.  Sad,  for  rhe  W ords  of  a  bafe  Fortune-teller  ?  Believe 
him  !  hang  him  ;  I’ll  trull  none  of ’em.  They  have  all  Whims, 
and  double  Meanings  in  all  they  fay. 

GUI.  Whom  doci>  he  talk,  or  look  like,  now  ? 

Heart .  Ic  is  no  matter  whom  ;  you  are  pleas’d,  you  fav. 

2  Beg.  Ha’  you  -  no  Sack  i’th’  Houfe  ?  Am  not  I  here  ?  And 
never  without  a  merry  old  Song. 

AIR  XL. 

i  f  . 

Qll  Sack ,  and  old  Songs,  and  a  merry  old  Crew , 

Will  frigid  away  Cares ,  when  the  Ground  looks  blue . 

And  can  you  think  on  Gypfy  Fortune-tellers  ? 

1  Beg.  I’ll  think  as  little  of ’em  as  I  can. 

2  Beg.  Will  you  abroad  then  ?  But  here  comes  your  Steward. 

Enter  Sprin  glove,  as  an  Adi  or. 

Old.  Blefs  me  !  is  not  that  Spr inglove  P 

Heart.  Is  that  you,  that  talks  to  him  ;  or  that  Coxcomb,  I, 
do  you  think?  Pray  let  them  play  their  Play ;  the  Juftice  will 
not  hinder  ’em,  you  fee  ;  he’s  afleep. 

Spr.  Plere  are  the  Keys  of  all  my  Charge,  Sir  )  and  my  hum¬ 
ble  Suit  is,  that  you  will  be  pleas’d  to  let  me  walk  upon  my 
known  Occafions  this  Summer. 

j  Beg.  Fie  !  can’ll  not  yet  leave  off  thofe  Vagrances  ?  But  I 
will  drive  no  more  to  alter  Nature.  I  will  not  hinder  thee, 
nor  bid  thee  go. 

Old.  My  own  Words  at  his  Departure. 

Heart.  No  matter ;  pray  attend. 

'I  Beg.  Come,  Friend,  I’ll  take  your  Council.  % 

[. Exeunt  Beggars « 

Spr.  I’ve  driven  with  myfelf,  to  alter  Nature  in  me 
For  my  good  Mailer’s  fake,  but  all  in  vain  $ 

For  Beggars  (Cuckow-like)  fly  out  again 
In  their  own  Notes,  and  Seafon. 

Enter  Rachel,  Meriel,  Vincent,  and  Hilliard. 

Each.  Our  Father's  Sadnefs  will  not  differ  us 
To  live  in’s  Houfe. 

elder.  And  we  mull  have  a  Progrcfs. 

Vine.  The  Affurance  of  your  Love  hath  engaged  us. 

Hill.  We  are  determined  to  wait  on  you  in  any  Cburfe. 

Racb, 
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-  Rach.  Suppofe  we’ll  go  a  Begging  ! 

Hill.  We  are  for  you.  ' '  v*  :  v 

Spr.  And  that  muft  be  your  Courfe,  and  fuddenly. 

To  cure  your  Father’s  Sadnefs,  who  is  to)d 
It  is  your  Deftiny,  which  you  mav  quit. 

By  making  it  a  Trick  of  Youth,  and  Wit, 

Hi  fet  you  in  the  Way. 

All.  But  how  ?  but  how  ?  [All  talk  afule. 

Old.  My  Daughters,  and  their  Lovers  too  !  I  fee  the  Scope  of 
their  Defign,  and  the  whole  Drift  of  all  their  A<3tion  now,  with 
Joy  and  Comfort. 

Heart.  But  take  no  Notice  yet;  fee  a  Whim  more  of  it.  But 
the  mad  Rogue  that  a£fed  me,  I  muft:  make  drunk,  anon. 

Spr .  Now  are  you  all  refolv’d  ? 

All.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Spr.  You  beg  to  abfolve  your  Fortune,  not  for  Need. 

[  Exeunt, 

Old.  I  muft:  commend  their  A6f  in  that;  pr’vtbee  Jet's  call 
’em,  and  end  the  Matter  here.  The  Purpafe  of  their  Play  is 
but  to  work  my  Friendfhip,  or  their  Peace  with  me,  and  they 
have  it. 

Heart.  But  fee  a  little  more,  Sir. 


Enter  Randal. 


Old.  My  Man  Randal  too  J  Has  he  a  Part  with  ’em  ? 

Ran.  They  were  well  fet  to  W ork  when  they  made  me  a 
Player  !  What  is  it  I  muft  fay  ?  And  how  muft  I  a<5f  now'  ? 
Oh  !  that  I  muft  be  Steward  for  the  Beggars  in  Mafter  Steward’s 
Abfence,  and  tell  my  Mafter  he’s  gone  to  meafure  Land  for 
him  to  purchafe.  v 

Old.  You,  Sir,  leave  the  Work,  you  can  do  no  better,  and 
call  the  Adtors  back  again  to  me. 

Ran.  With  all  my  Heart,  and  glad  my  Part  is  fo  foon  done. 

[  Exit. 


Enter  Patrico, 


Pat.  Since  you  will  then  break  oft"  our  Play, 

Something  in  Earneft  I  muft  fay ; 

But. let  affected  Rhiming  go  ; 

I’ll  be  no  more  a  Patrico. 

My  Name  is  IVrought-on - Grandfon  to  that  tinhappv 

V/rought-on ,  whom  your  Grandfather  craftily  wrought  out  of 
his  Eftate,  by  which  all  his  Pofterity  were  fince  expos’d  to  Beg¬ 
gary.  [Patrico  takes  Oldrents  a  fide.  ]  I  had  a  Sifter,  who 
among  the  Race  of  Beggars  was  the  fa i reft  ;  a  Gentleman  by 

r  2  her 
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her,  in  Heat  of  Youth,  did  get  a  Son,  who  now  mull  call 
you  Father. 

Old.  Me? 

Pat.  Yet  attend  me,  Sir  ;  your  Bounty  then  difpos’d  your 
Purfe  to  her,  in  which,  befides 
Much  Money  (I  conceive  by  your  Neglect) 

Was  thrown  this  Jewel  :  Do  you  know  it  ? 

Old.  The  Bracelet  that  my  Mother  gave  me  ! 

Does  the  young  Man  live  ? 

i  *  1 

Enter  Springlove,  Vincent,  Hilliard,  Rachel,  and  Meriel. 

Pat.  Here,  with  the  reft  of  your  fair  Children,  Sir. 

Old.  My  Joy  begins  to  be  too  great  within  me. 

My  Blefting,  and  a  Welcome  to  you  all ; 

Be  one  another’s,  arid  you  all  are  mine. 

We  are  agreed  on  that. 

Long  fince  3  we  only  Hay’d  till  you  fhook  off  your 

Sadnefs. 

Old.  Now  I  can  read  the  Juftice  of  my  Fate,  and  yours.-— 
Cla.  Ha  !  Juftice  ?  Are  they  handling  of  Juftice  ? 

Old.  But  more  applaud  great  Providence  in  both. 

Cla.  Are  they  jeering  of  Juftices  ?  I  watch’d  for  that. 

Heart .  Ay,  fo  methought :  no.  Sir,  the  Play  is  done. 

Enter  Sentwell,  Amie,  and  Oliver. 

Sent.  See,  Sir,  your  Niece  prefented  to  you. 

[Springlove  tales  Amie. 
Cla.  What,  with  a  Speech  by  one  of  the  Players  ?  Speak, 
Sir,  and  be  not  daunted,  I  am  favourable. 

Spr.  Then,  by  your  Favour,  Sir,  this  Maiden  is  my  Wife. 
Cla .  Sure  you  are  out  o’  your  Part !  that  is  to  fay,  you  mull 
begin  a^ain. 

Spr.  She’  s  mine  by  folemn  Contrail,  Sir. 

A  I  R  XLI. 

1  i 

Amie.  Alas !  Sir,  I  have  proved  your  Clown , 

Ey  d  him , 

Try  'd  hiniy 
But  muft  own , 

So  wretched  a  Mortal  ne'er  was  known  3 
I  had  been  with  him  undone . 


Vine.  1 
Hill.  \ 
Rash. 
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1J  I  mujl  in  Bondage  be. 

To  chufe  my  Chains  at  leaf  Tin  free  \ 

Since  /  am  willing 
To  be  Billing , 

Herds  the  Man ,  the  Man  for  me . 

Cla.  You  will  not  tell  me  that :  Are  not  you  my  Niece  ? 

Am.  I  dare  not.  Sir,  deny’t ;  we  are  contracted. 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  fpeak  together,  how  (hall  we  hear  one 
another  ? 

Old.  Hear  me  then  for  all.  This  Gentleman  that  fhall  marry 
your  Niece,  is  my  Son,  on  whom  I  will  fettle  a  thoufand 

rounds  a  Year,  to  make  the  Match  equal. - Do  you  hear  me 

now  ? 

Cla.  Now  I  do  hear  you,  and  muft  hear  you  ;  that  is  to  fay. 
It  is  a  Match  ;  that  is  to  fay - as  I  faid  before. 

Spr .  [To  Oldrents.]  Now,  on  my  Duty,  Sir,  I’ll  beg  no 
more,  but  your  continual  Love,  and  daily  Bleffing. 

Bach.  You,  Sir,  [to  Oliver']  are  the  Gentleman  that  wou’d 
have  made  Beggar’s  Sport  with  us.  Two  at  once. 

Mer .  Two  for  a  Shilling, 

A  I  R  XLII. 

Rach.  What  hafe  you  were  in  to  be  doing , 

When  two  at  a  Time  you  were  wooing  $ 

You  Men  are  Jo  keen , 

IVhen  once  you  begin , 

You  fancy  you  ne'er  Jhall  have  done • 

What  hafe  you  were  in  to  be  billing , 

With  two  at  a  Time  for  a  Shilling  j 
Yet  quickly  you'd  find , 

If  any  prove  kind  j 
You'd  Work  etiough  meet  with  One, 

Oliv.  There  are  fome  Mifunderftandings  have  happen’d ; 
but,  I  hope,  we  are  all  Friends. 

Old .  Ay,  ay,  we  are  all  Friends,  and  fhall  continue  fo  ;  and* 
to  fhew  we  are  Friends,  let  us  be  merry :  and  to  fhew  we  are 
merry,  let  us  have  a  Song,  and  afterwards  a  Dance. 


AIR 
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A  I  R  XLIIL 

Hearty,  X©  the  Men. 

Now  then  tell  them  fairly , 

Ton  will  love  ’em  dearly , 

May  each  of  them  he  yearly 
Mother  of  a  Boy * 

To  the  Women. 

Ladles  fair ,  adieu  fye. 

Manage  well  your  Beauty 
Keep  your  Spoufes  true  fye  ; 

Be  their  only  fay. 

To  Old  rents. 

Come,  my  Lads,  he  merry \ 

Bring  us  Sad  and  Sherry  j 
Call  the  Pipe  and  Tabor  ; 

Novj%  Sir ,  cut  a  Caper  1 
Here  ends  all  year  Labour 

Th  is  happy  Wedding  Day,, 
Come,  my  Lads,  Uc. 


A  Country  Dane?* 
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Lately  puhlijbed , '  Price  Six-pence  each, 

-  .  w  : 

A  R  C  A  D I  A,  or  the  Shepherd’s  Wedding; 
as  it  is  performed  at  the  Theatre -Royal  in  Drury-Lane . 
The  Mufic  compofed  by  Mr.  Stanley. 

The  CHAPLET.  A  Mufical  Entertainment; 
as  it  is  performed  at  both  the  Theatres. 

The  Mufic  compofed  by  Dr.  Boyce . 

The  ENCHANTER;  or,  Love  ^Magic. 
A  Mufical  Drama ;  as  it  is  performed  at  the  Theatre- 
Royal  in  Drury-Lane . 

The  Mufic  compofed  by  Mr.  Smith . 

« 

Printed  for  J.  and  R.  Tonson  in  the  Strand. 


Where  may  be  had.  Price  One  Shilling  each, 

0 

The  FAIRIES.  An  Opera,  taken  from 
A  Midfummer-Nigh? s  Dream ,  written  by  Shakefpear  ;  as 
it  is  performed  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane. 
The  Mufic  by  Mr.  Smith . 

The  TEMPEST.  An  Opera,  taken  from 
Shakefpear ;  as  performed  at  the  Theatre-Roval  in 
Drury-Lane . 

The  Mufic  by  Mr.  Smith. 
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